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TIMON OF ATHENS. 



Th e fltoiy of the Misanthrope is told in almost eveiy 
collection of the time^ and particularly in two books 
with which Shakspeare was intimately acquainted; 
The Palace of' Pleasure, and Tlte English Plutarch, 
Indeed fh)m a passage in an old play, called Jack 
Drunis Entertainment, I conjecture that he had be« 
fore made his appearance on the stage. 

FARMER. 

The play of Timon is a domestick tragedy, and 
therefore strongly fastens on the attention of the 
reader. In the plan there is not much art, but the 
incidents are natural, and the characters various and 
exact. The catastrophe affords a very powerful 
warning against that ostentatious liberality, which 
scatters bounty, but confers no benefits^ and buys 
flattery, but not friendship. 



In this tragedy, are many passages perplexed, 
obscure, and probably corrupt, which I have en- 
deavoured to rectify, or explain with due diligence ; 
but having only one copy, cannot promise myself 
that my endeavours shall be much applauded. 

J#UK80K. 



Pers(ms Represented. 



TiMOK> a noble Athenian. 
Lucius, 



IjUcius, ^ 

LucuLLUS, \ Lords, andjlatterers of Timon» 

Sempronius^ 3 

Ventidius, one of Tmon*8 false Friends, 

Apemantus, a churlish Philosopher. 

Alcibiades, an Athenian General, 

Flavius, Steward to Timon, 






Flaminius ^ 

LuciLius, > Tinum*s Servants. 

Sekvilius, ) 

Caphis, 

Philotus, 

Tit us, V Servants to Timon's Creditors, 

Lucius, 

HOKTENSIUB, 

Tv>o Servants of Varro, and the Servant of Isidore; 

two of Timon*s Creditors. 
Cupid and Maskers, Three Strangers, 
Poet, Painter, Jeweller, and Merchant, 
An old Athenian, A Page. A FooL 

T,^,^^J. I Mistresses to Alcilngdes* 

lIMANDRA, ) 

Other Lords, Senators, Officers, Soldiers, Thieves, antf 

Attendants, 

SCENE, Athens-, and the Woods a^joininf. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 

Athens. A Hall in Tinum's H<nue» 

Enter Poet, Painter, Jeweller, Merchant, and Others, 

at several doors. 

Poet. Good day, sir. 

Pcdn. I am glad you are well. 

Poet. I have not seen you long; How goes the 
world? 

Pain. It wears, sir, as it grows. 

Poet. Ay, that's well known; 

But what particular rarity ? what strange. 
Which manifold record not matches ? See, 
Magick of bounty ! all these spirits thy power 
Hath conjured to attend. I know the merchant 

Pain. 1 know them both; t* other's a jeweller. 

Mer. O, 'tis a worthy lord ! 

Jew. Nay, that*s most fix'd. 

Mer. A most incomparable man; breath*d^, as it 
were. 
To an untinible and continuate goodness : 
He passes. 



/ 
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Jew, I have a jewel here. 

Mcr. O, pray, let's see*t: For the lord Timon, sir? 

Jew, If he will touch the estimate : But^ for 
that 

Toet. • When we for recompense heme praised the vile. 
It stains the glory in that happy verse 
Which aptly sings the good. 

Mer. "Us a good form. 

[Looking on thejewel, 

Jew» And rich : here is a water^ look you. 

Pain. You are rapt^ sir^ in some work^ some dedi- 
cation 
To the great lord. 

Poet. A thing slipp*d idly from me. 

Our poesy is as a gum, which oozes 
From whence 'tis nourished : The fire i'the flint 
Shows not, till it be struck ; our gentle flame 
Provokes itself, and, like the current, flies 
Each bound it chafes. What have you there? 

Fain. A picture, sir. — ^And when comes your book 
forth? 

Poet, Upon the heels of my presentment, sir. 
Let's see your piece. 

Pain. 'Tis a good piece. 

Poet. So 'tis: this comes off well and excellent 

Pain. Indifferent. 

Poet. Admirable : How this grace 

Speaks his own standing ! what a mental power 
This eye shoots forth ! how big imagination 
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Movei iftAis lip! to the dumbness of the gesture 
One might interpret. 
, Pain. It is a pretty mocking of the life. 
Here is a touch; Is*t good? 

Poet, rn say of it. 

It tutors nature: artificial strife 
l^ives in these touches^ livelier than life. 

Enter certain Senators, and pass cfoer. 

Pain, How this lord's fblloVd ! 

Poet. The senators of Athens; — ^Happy men! 

Pain. Look, more ! 

Poet. You see this confluence, this great flood of 
visitors. 
I have, in this rough work, ahap*d out a man. 
Whom this beneath world doth embrace and hug 
With amplest entertainment : My free drift 
Halts not particularly, but moves itself 
In a widQ sea of wax ^ : no levell*d malice 
Infects one comma in the course I hold; 
But flies an eagle fli^t, bold, and forth cn^ 
Leaving no tract behind. 

Pain. How shall I understand you? 

Poet. * r 11 unbolt to you. 

You see how all conditions, how pU minds, 
(As well of glib and slippery creatures, as 
Of grave and austere quality,) tender down 
Their services to lord Timon : his large fortune. 
Upon his good and gracious nature hanging. 
Subdues and properties* to his lore and tendance 
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All sorts of hearts; jest, from the glass-fac'd flatterer 
To Apemantus, that few things loves better 
Than to abhor himself: even he drops down' . 
The knee before him, and returns in peace 
Most rich in Timon's nod. 

Pain. I saw them speak together* 

Poet. Sit, I have upon a high and pleasant hill> 
Feign*d Fortune to be thron'd: The base o*the mount 
Is ranked with all deserts, all kind of natures. 
That labour on the bosom of this sphere 
To propagate their states : amongst them all. 
Whose eyes are on this sovereign lady fix*d. 
One do I personate of lord Timon*s frame. 
Whom Fortune with her ivory hand wafts to her; 
Whose present grace to present slaves and servants 
Translates his rivals. 

Pain, 'Tis conceiv'd to scope ^. 

This throne, this Fortune, and this hill, methinks. 
With one man beckon*d from the rest below, 
Bowing his head against the steepy mount 
To climb his happiness, would be well express*d 
In our condition ^ 

Poet. Nay, sir, but hear me on : 

All those which were his fellows but of late, 
(Some better than his value,) on the moment 
Follow his strides, his lobbies fill with tendance. 
Rain sacrificial whisperings in his ear. 
Make sacied even his stirrop, and through him 
Drink the free air. 

Pain, Ay, many, what of these ? 
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Poet. 'Vnien Fortune^ in her shift and change of 
mood, 
Spurns down her hrte belov*d^ all his dependants, 
AVhich laboured after him to the mountain's top. 
Even on their knees and hands, let him slip down. 
Not one accompanying his declining foot. 

Pain. *Ils common: 
A thousand moral paintings I can show^ / 
That shall demonstrate these quick blows of fortune 
More pregnantly than words. Yet you do well, 
^ To show lord Timon, that mean eyes have seen < 
The foot above the head. 

Trumpets sound. Enter Tim on, attended; the Servant 
of Ventidius talking with him. 

Tmu Imprisoned is he, say you ? 

Ven. Sere. Ay, my good lord : five talents is his 
debt; 
His means most short, his creditors most strait: 
Your honourable letter he desires 
To those have shut him up 3 which falling to him. 
Periods his comfort. 

Tim. Noble Ventidius! Welli 

I am not of that feather, to shake off 
My firiend when he must need me. I do know him 
A gentleman, that well deserves a help. 
Which he shall have : Til pay the debt, and free him. 

Ven, Strv. Your lordship ever binds him. 

Tim. Commend me to him: I will send his ransom; 
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And, being enfranchtsM, bid him come to me:— > 
*ll8 not enough to help the feeble up. 
But to support him after '^ — Fare you well. 

Vol, Serv» All happiness to your honour! [ExiY. 

Enter an old Athenian. 

Old Jth, Lord Timon, hear me speak. 

Tim, Freely, good father* 

Old Ath, Thou hast a servant nam*d Lucilius. 

Tim. I have so : what of him ? 

Old Ath. Most noble Timon, call the num before 

thee. 
Tim. Attends he here, or no? — Lucilius! 

Enter Lucilius. 

Lite. Here, at your lordship's service. 

Old Ath. This fellow here> lord Timon^ this thy 
creature. 
By night toquents my house. I am a man 
That from my first have been indin'd to thrift) 
And my estate deserves an heir more rais*d. 
Than one which holds a trencher. 

Tim. WeU 3 what further ? 

Old Ath. One only daughter have I, no kin else^ 
On whcmi I may confer what I have got: 
The maid is fair, o*the youngest for a bride. 
And I have bred her at my dearest cost. 
In qualities of the best. This man oi thine 
Attempts her love: I pr*ythee, noble lotd. 
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Join with me to forbid him h^ resort^ 
Mjself have spc^e in vain. 

Tim, The man is honest. 

OldAlh. ^'Therefbrehewillbe.Timon: 
His honesty rewards him in itself. 
It must not bear my daughter* 

Tim, ' Does she love him? 

Old Ath.\ She is 3roang, and apt: 
Our own precedent passions do instruct us 
What levity's in youth. 

Tim, [to Ltfct&rx.] Love you the maid ? 

Luc, Ay, my good lord, and she accepts of it. 

Old Ath, If in her marriage my consent be missing, 
I call the gods to witness, I will choose 
Mine heir from forth the beggars of the world. 
And dispossess her all. 

Tim, How shall she be endow*d. 

If she be mated with an equal husband ? 

Old Ath, Three talents, on the present; in future, 
all. 

Tim. This gentleman of mine hath serv*d me long; 
To build his fortune, I will strain a little. 
For 'tis a bond in men. Give him thy daughter : 
What you bestow, in hint 1*11 counterpoise. 
And make him weigh with her. 

Old Ath, Most noble lord. 

Pawn me to this your honour, she is his. 

Tim, My hand to thee -, mine honour on my 
promise. 

Luc. Humbly I thank your lordship: Never may 

VOL. X. c 
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That state or fortune &11 into my keeping. 
Which is not ow'd to you ! 

I Exeunt LucUitts and old Athenian, 

Poet, Vouchsafe ray labour, and long live your 
lordship ! 

Tim, I thank you ; you shall hear from me anon : 
Go not away. — What have you there, my friend ? 

Pain* A piece of painting 3 which I do beseech 
Your lordship to accept. 

Tim, Painting is welcome. 

The painting is almost the natural man; 
For since dishonour trafficks with man*s nature. 
He is but outside : These pencil'd figures are 
Even such as they give out. I like your work; 
And you shall find, I like it : wsdt attendance 
Till you hear frirther from me. 

Pain, The gods preserve you! 

Tim, Well fare you, gentlemen: Give me your 
hand; 
We must needs dine together. — Sir, your jewel 
Hath suffered under praise. 

Jew. What, my lord? dispraise? 

Tim, A meer satiety of commendations. 
If I should pay you for*t, as 'tis extolFd, 
It would UDclew me quite **. 

Jew, My lord, 'tis rated 

As those, which sell, would give : But you well know. 
Things of like value, differing in the owners. 
Are prized by their masters : believe't, dear lord. 
You mend the jewel by weanng it. 
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Tim, Well mock'd. 

Mer. No, my good lord; he speaks the common 
tongue^ 
Which all men speak with him. 

Tim. Lcx>k> who pomes here» Will yon be chid ? 

^^Enter Apemantus. 

Jew, We will bear, with your lordship. 

Mer, He*ll spare none, 

Tim. Crood morrow to thee> gentle Apemantus ! 

j4pem. Till I be gentle, stay for thy good morrow; 
When thou art Timon*s dog, and these knaves honest 

Tim. Why dost thou call them knaves? thou 
know'st them not 

j4pem. Are they not Athenians? 

Tim. Yes. 

Jpem, Then I repent not. 

Jew, You know me, Apemantus. 

Jpem. Thou know*st, I do; I call'd thee by thy 
name. 

Tim. Thou art proud, Apemantus* 

Apcm. Of nothing so much, as that I am not like 
Timon. 

Tim, Whither art going ? 

Apem. To knock out an honest Athenian's brains* 

Tim. That's a deed thou'lt die for. 

Apem. Right, if doing nothing be death by the law. 

Tim, How likest thou this picture, Apemantus ? 

Apan. The best, ^ the innocence. 
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Tim, Wrought he not wdl, that painted it? 
' Jpem. He wrought better, that made the' paintai 
and yet he's but a filthy piece of work« 

Pain, You are a dog. ' 

Apem. Thyinother*»of my genairationi Whafs she, 
if Ibe adog? 

Tim, Wilt dine with me, Apemantus ? 

Jpem, No 3 1 eat not lords. 

Thn, An thou should'st, thou*dst anger ladies. 

Apem, O, they eat lords; so they come by great 
bellies. 

Tim, That's a lascivious apprehension. 

Apem. So thou apprehend'st it: Take it for thy 
labour. 

Tim. How dost thou like this jewel, Apemantus ? 

Apem. Not so well as plain-dealing, which will not 
cost a man a doit. 

Tim, What dost thou thmk 'tis wbrth > 

Apem., ^ot worth my thinlang.< — Hem now, poet? 

Poet, How now, philosopher ? 

Apem. ThoulieSt 

Poiti Art not one^ 

Apem, Yes. 

Poet, Then I lie not. 

Apem. Ait not a poet? 

Poet, Yes. 

Apem. Then thou- liest: look in thy last work, 
where thou hast feign'd him a worthy fellow. 

Poet. That's not feign'd, he is so. 
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Jpem. Yes, he is worthy of thee, and to pay thee 
for thy labour : He, that loves to be flatter'd^ is worthy 
o*the flatterer. Heavens, that I were a lord ! 

Tim, What would*st do then, Apemantus ? 

Jpem, Even as Apemantus does now, hate a lord 
with my heart. 

Tim. What, thyself? 

Jpem, Ay. 

Tim. Wherefore? 

Apem. That I had no angry wit to be a lord '^«- 
Art not thou a merchant ? 

Mer. Ay, Apemantus. 
, Apem. Traffick confound thee, if the gods will not ! 

Mer, If traffick do it, the gods do it. 

Apem. Traffick's thy god, and thy god confound 
thee! 

Trumpets sound. Enter a Servant, 

Tim. What tmmpet*s that ? 

Sqv. Tis Alcibiades, and 

Some twenty horse, all of companionship. 

Tim. Pray, entertain them; give them guide to 
us.-* {^Exeunt some Attendants, 

You must needs dine with me : — Go not you hence. 
Till I have thank*d you -, and, when dinner's done. 
Show me this piece. — I am joyful of your sights.*- 

Enter Alcibiades^ xviih his Company/, 

Most welcome, sir! V^^ salute, 

Apem. So, so; there!— 



18 TIMON OF ATHENS. 

Aches contract and starve your supple joints ! — 
That there ^ould be small love 'mongst these sweet 

knaves^ 
And all this court's^! The strain of man's bredxmt 
Into baboon and monkey. 

Alcib, Sir, you have sav*d my longing, and I feed 
Most hungrily on your sight. 

Tim. Right welcome, sir: 

Ere we depart, we'll share a bounteous time 
In different pleasures. Pray you, let us in. 

lExeunt ail but Apemaniuf. 

Enter tvxt Lords. 

1 Lord. What time a day is*t, Apemantus ? 
Jpem. Time to be Jbonest. 

1 Lord. That time serves still. 

Jpem. The nK>st accursed thou, that still omit'st it. 

2 Lord. Thou art going to lord Timon*s feast 
Apem. Ay, to see kneat fill kpaves, and wine heat 

fools. 
2 Lord. Fare thee well, fiure thee well. 
Apem. Thou ^vt a fool, to bid me farewell twice. 
2 Lord. Why, Apemantus ? 
Apem. Shouldst have kept one to thyself, for I 
mean to give thee none. 

1 Lord. Hang thyself. 

Apem. No, I will do nothing at thy bidding: make 
thy requests to thy friend. 

2 Lord. Away, unpeaceable dog, or I'll spurn thee 
hence. 
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jlpcm, I will £Ly, like a dog, the heels of the ass. 

lEjnt. 

1 Lord, He*s opposite to humanity. Come, shall 

we in. 
And taste lord Timon's bounty ? he outgoes 
The very heart of kindness. 

2 Lor4, He pours it out; Plutus, the god of gold^ . 
Is but his steward : no meed, but he repays 
Sevenfold above itself; no gifl to him. 

But breeds the giver a return exceeding 
All use of quittance *^. 

1 Lord. The noblest mind he carries. 
That ever govern*d man. 

2 fsord. Long may he live in fortunes ! Shall we 

in? 
1 LQrd, 1*11 keep you company. [EMunt. 

SCENE II. 

The Same. A Room of State in Timon*8 House, 

Hautboys playing loud musick. A great banquet served 

in; Flavius and others attending; then enter 

TiMON, Alcibiades, Lucius, Lucullus, 

xSempronius, and other Athenian Senators^ with 

Ventidius and Attendants, Theft comes, drop^ 

ping after aU, Ap em ant us, discontentedly. 

Ven. Most honour*d Timon, 't hath pleas*d the gods 
remember 
My &ther*8 age, and call him to long peace. 
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He 18 gone hxppy, and has kfl me rich: 

Then, as in grateful virtue I am bound 

To your free heart, I do return those talents. 

Doubled, with thanks, and service, from mhose help 

I derived liberty. 

Tim* O, by no means. 

Honest Ventidius : you mistake my lovei 
I gave it freely ever; and there's none 
Can truly say, he gives, if he receives: 
If our betters play at that game, we must not date 
To imitate them; Faults that are rich, are fair. 

Fen. A noble spirit 

[They all stand ceremommubf looking on Tinum: 

Tim. Nay, my lords, ceremony 

Was but devis*d at first, tq set a gloss 
On faint deeds, hollow welcomes. 
Recanting goodness, sorry ere 'tis shown } 
But where there is true friendship, there needs none. 
Pray, sit; more welcome are ye to my fortunes. 
Than my fortunes to me. 17^ <*^* 

1 Lord, My lord, we always have confess'd it. 

Apem. Ho, ho, confess'd it? hang'd it, have yon 
not? 

Tim. O, Apemantus! — ^you are welcome. 

Apem. No, 

Yon shall not make me welcome: 
I come to have thee thrust me out of doors 

Tim, Fie, thou art a churl; you have gota hnmour 
there 
Does not becooie a man, 'ds much to Uame:«- 
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They say, my lords, that irafwror brecuut, 
Bat yond* man*8 ever angry. 
Go, let htm hare a table by himself; 
For he does neither afi^ct company. 
Nor is he fit for it, indeed. 

Jpem, L&t me stay at thine own peril, Tixhon; 
I come to obsenre; I give thee warning oQ>*t. 

Tim. 1 take no heed of thee; thou art an Athenian; 
therefore welcome : I myself would have no power : 
'pr'ythee, let my meat make thee silent. 

Apem. I scorn thy meat; 'twould choke me, for I 
should 
Ne*er flatter thee. — O you gods ! what a number 
Of men eat Timon, and he sees them not! 
It grieves me, to see so many dip their meat 
In one man*s blood *^; and all the madness is^ 
He cheers them up too. 

I wonder, men dare trust themselves with men : 
Methinksj they should invite them without knives; 
Good for their meat, and safer for their lives. 
There's much example for't; the fellow, that 
Sits next him now, parts bread with him, and ^edgei 
The breath of him in a divided draught. 
Is the readiest man to kill him: it has been pcov*d. 
If I 

Were a huge man^ I should fear to drink at meals; 
Lest they should spy my windpipe's dangerous notea*^: 
Gjpeat men Bhoukl drink with harness on their thtoats. 

m 

Tim. My lord, in heart ; and let the health go round. 
2 Lord. Let it flow this wqr> my good Iqrd. 
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Apem. Flow this way! 

A brave fellow !* he keeps his tides well. TimoD 
Those healths will make thee> and thy state^ look ill. 
Here*s that> which is too weak to be a sinner. 
Honest water, which ne'er left man i*the mire : 
This» and my food, are equals j there's no odds. 
Feasts are too proud to gire thanks to the gods. 

APEMANTUS*8 GRACE. 

Immortal gods, I crave no p^; 
I pray for no mam but myself: 
Grant I may neoer prove so fond. 
To trust man on kis oath or bond; 
Or a harlot, for her xoecping; 
Or a dog, that seems a sloping; 
Or a keeper with my freedom ; 
Or my friends, if I should need *em. 
Amen, So f all to* t: 
Hich men sin, and I eat root. 

lEats and drinks. 
Much good dich thy good heart, Apemantus? 

Tim. Captain Alcibiades, your heart's in the field 
now. 
Jlcib. My heart is ever at your service, my lord. 
7Vm. You had rather be at a breakfast of enemies, 
than a dinner of friends. 

Alcib. So they were bleeding-new, my lord, thQre*s 
no meat like them$ I could wish my best friend at 
such a feast. 
Apem. 'Would all those flatterers were thine ene« 
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mies thenj that then thou might*st kill 'em^ and bid 
me to 'em. 

1 Lord. Might we hot have that happiness, my 
lord, that you would once use our hearts, whereby 
we might express some part of our zeals, we should 
think ourselves for ever perfect. 

Tim. O, no douht, my good friends, but the gods 
themselves have provided that I shall have much 
help from you : How had you been my friends else ? 
'^^why have yoii that charitable title from thousands^ 
-did you not chiefly belong to my heart ? I have told 
more of you to myself, than you can with modesty 
speak in your own hebalf ; and thus far I confirm you. 
O, you gods, think I, what need we have any friends, 
if we should never have need of them ? they were the 
most needless creatures living, should we ne*er have 
use for them : and would mo^t resemble sweet in- 
struments hung up in cases, that keep their sounds to 
themselves. Why> I have often wish'd myself poorer, 
that I might come nearer to you. We are bom to 
do benefits : and what better or properer can we call 
our known, than the riches of our fi-iends ? O, what a 
precious comfort *tis, to have so many, like brothers, 
conmianding one another's fortunes! '^O joy, e'en 
made away ere it can be bom ! Mine eyes cannot 
hold out water, methitiks: to forget theu: faults^ I 
drink to you. 

Apem, Thou weep'st to make them drink, Timon. 

2 Lord, Joy had the like conception in our eyes. 
And, at that instant^ like a babe sprung up. 
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' A^pan. Ho^ ho ! I laugh to thiiik that babe a bastard. 
3 hard. I « promise }rou> my lord, you m6v*d me 

much. 
A^pem. Much! ITwikei sdundedi 

Tim. What means that trump ? — How nowi 

Enter a Servant, 

Serv. Please you> my lord, there are certain ladieA 
most desirous of admittance. 

Tim. Ladies ? What are their wills ? 

Serv, There comes with them a forerunner, my 
lord, which bears that office, to signify their plea* 
sures. 

Tkn, I pray, let them be admitted. 

Enta* Cupid. 

Cup, Hail to thee, worthy Timon;-*and lo all 
That of his bounties taste ! — ^The five best senses 
Acknowledge thee their patron 5 and come freely 
To gratulate thy plenteous bosom : The ear. 
Taste, touch, smell, all pleased from thy table rise 5 
They only now come but to feast thine eyes. 

Tint. They ^re welcome all ; let tfaem' have kind 
admittance :f-» 
Musick, make their weloome. - ££xiV Cupid* 

1 Lord. You see, my lord, how aniple you are 
belov'd. 
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Munch. Re-enter Cupid, with a masque of Ladies a$ 
Amaxans, mth lutes in their hands, dancing, and 
ipi^ng. 

Apem, Hey day! what a sweep of yanity coraes 

this way ! 
They dance ! they are mad women. 
^ like madness is the glory of this life. 
As this pomp shows to a little oil, and root. 
We make ourselves fools, to disport ourselves; 
And spend our flatteries, to drink those men. 
Upon whose age we void it up again. 
With poisonous spite, and envy. Who lives, that's 

not- 
Depraved, or depraves? who dies, that bears 
Not one spurn to their graves of their fHends* gift? 
I should fear, those, that dance before me now. 
Would one day stamp upon me : It has be^n done; 
Men shut their doors against a setting sun. 

The Lords rise from table, with much adoring ofTimon; 
and, to shew their laces, each singles out an Amazon, 
; an^ all dance, men with women, a lofty strmn or two 
to the hautboys, and cease. 

Tim. You have done duf pleasures much grace, 
fair ladies. 
Set a &ir fashion on our entertainment. 
Which was not half. so beautiful and kind; 
You have added worth unto*t, and lively lustre. 
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And entertain*d me with my own device; 
I am to thank you for it 

1 Lady, My lord, you take us even at the best. 

Apem. *Faith^ for the worst is filthy 5 and would 
not hold taking, I doubt me. 

Tim, Ladies, there is an idle banquet 
Attends you : Please you to dispose yourselves* 

All Lad, Most thankfully, my lord. 

\Exeunt Cupid and Ladies* 

Tim, Flavins, 

Uav, My lord. 

Tim. The little casket bring me hither. 

FkpD, Yes, my lord. — More jewels yet! 
There is no crossing him in his humour ^ . [Aside. 
Else I should tell him,— WeU,->i'faith, I should. 
When all*s spent, he*d be cro68*d then, an he could* 
Tls pity, bounty had not eyes behind ; 
That man might ne'er be wretched for his mind, 

[Exit, and returns, with the caskets 

1 Lord. Where be our men ? 

Sfrv, Here, my lord, in readiness. 

2 Lord, Our horses. 

Tim, O my fnends, I have one word 

To say to you : — Look you, my good lord, I must 
Entreat you, honour me so much, as to 
Advance this jewel ** ; 
Accept, and wear it, kind my lord. 

1 Lord. I am so &r already iu your gifh, — 

All, So are we aU, 
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Enter a Servant. 

Sere. Mylordy there are certain nobles of the senate 
Newly alighted^ and come to visit you. 

Tim. They are fairly welcome. 

Flav. « I beseech your honour. 

Vouchsafe me a word ; it does concern you near. 

Tim. Near ? why then another time I'll hear thee: 
I pr'ythee, let us be provided 
To show them entertainment. 

Flav. 1 scarce know liow. 

Enter another Servant. 

2 Serv. May it please your honour, the lord Lucius, 
Out of his free love, hath presented to you 

Four milk-white horses, trapp'd in silver. 
7im. I shall accept them fairly : let the presents 

E/iter a third Servant, 

Be worthily entertain'd. — How now, what news? 

3 Sere. Please you, my lord, that honourable gen- 
tleman, lord Lucullus, entreats your company to- 
morrow to hunt with him ; and has sent your honour 
two brace of greyhounds. 

Tim. I'll hunt with him; And let them be receiv'd. 
Not without fair reward. 

Flav. lAside.l What will this come to ? 

He commands us to provide, and give great gifis^ 
And all out of an empty coffer. — 
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Nor will he know his ftone; or yield me this> 

To show him what a beggar his heart h. 

Being of bo power to make his wishes good; 

His promises fly so beyond his state^ 

That what he speaks is all in debt, he owes 

For every word; he is so kind> that he now 

Pays interest for*t ; his land's pat to their books. 

Well> 'would I were gently put out of office^ 

Before I were forc*d out ! 

Happier is he that has no friend to feed, 

llian such as do even enemies exceed. 

I bleed inwardly for my lord. [£xt/* 

Tim, You do yourselves 

Much wrong, you bate too much of your own 

merits : — 
Here, my lord; a trifle of our love. 

2 Lord. With more than common thanks f will 

receive it. 

3 Lord, O, he is the very soul of bounty ! 

Tim. And now I remember me, luy lord, 3rou gave 
Grood words the other day of a bay courser 
I rode on : it is yours, because you lik'd it. 

2 Lord. 1 beseech you, pardon me, my Ictrd, in 
that. 

Tim. You may take my word, my lord; I know^ no 
man 
Can justly praise, but what he does aflfect : 
I weigh my friend's aflfection with mine own; 
I'll tell you true. FU call on you. 

All Lords. None so welcome. 
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Tim, I take all and your several visitations 
So kind to hearty 'tis not enough to give^ 
Methinks, I could deal kingdoms to my friends. 
And ne'er be weary.— Alcibiades, 
Thou art a soldier, therefore seldom rich. 
It comes in charity to thee : for all thy living 
Is.'mongst the dead; and all the lands thou hast 
Lie in a pitched field. 

Aicib, Ay, defiled land, my lord. 

1 Lord. We are so virtuously bound>— — 

7\m, And so 

Am I to you. 

2 Lord. So infinitely endear*d> 

'Jim. All to you. — Lights, more lights. 

1 Lord. The best of happiness^ 

Honour, and fortunes, keep with you, lord Tlmonl 

Tim. Ready for his finends. 

[Exeunt Alcibiadts, Ijords, SfC. 

Apem. What a coil's here ! 

^Serving of becks, and jutting out of bums! 
I doubt whether their legs be worth the sums 
That are given for 'em. Friendship's fiill of dregs : 
Methinks, false hearts should never have sound legs. 
Thus honest fools lay out their wealth on court'sies. 

Tim, Now, Apemantus, if thou wert not sullen, 
I'd be good to thee. 

Apem. No, I'll nothing: for. 

If I should be brib'd too, there would be none left 
To rail upon thee ; and then thou would'st sin the 
faster. 

VOL. X. D 
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Thou giv*8t 9p long, Titnon, I fear me^ thoa 

Wilt give away thyself in paper shortly: 

What need these feasts^ pomps, and vain glories ? 

Tim, Nay, 
An you begin to rml on society once, 
I am sworn, not to give regard to yon. 
Farewell 5 and come with better musick. [&nif. 

Apem, So f 

Thou*lt not hear me now,— thou shalt not then, I'll 

lock 
Thy heaven from thee. O, that men's ear should be 
To counsel deaf, but not to flattery! lExii, 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 

The Same^ A Room in a Senator* s House. 
Enter a Senator, with papers in his hand. 

Sen. And late> five thousand to Varro; and to Isidore 
He owes nine thousand; besides my fonner sum^ 
Which makes it five and twenty. — Still in motion 
Of raging waste? It cannot bold; it will not 
If I want gold, steal but a beggar's dog. 
And give it Tunon, why, the dog coins gold: 
If I would sell my horse, and buy twenty more 
Better than he, why, give my horse to Timon, 
Ask nothing, give it him, it foals me, straight^ 
And able horses : No porter at his gate j 
But rather one that smiles, and still invites 
All that pass by. It cannot hdd; no reason 
Can found his state in safety. Caphis, ho! 
Caphis, I say ! 

Enter Caphis. 

Caph. Here, sir; What is your pleasure ? 

Sen. Get on your cloak, and haste you to ferd 
Tmoon; 
Imp6rtune him for my monies; be not ceas'd 
With slight denial; nor then silenc'd, when — 
Commend me to your master — and the c^ 
Plays in the right hand> thus:^bnt tell him^ sirrah. 
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My uses ciy to me, I must serve my turn 

Out of mine own^ his days and times are past^ 

And my reliances on his fracted dates 

Have smit my credit: I love, and honour him; 

But must not break my back, to heal his finger : 

Immediate are my needs; and my relief 

Must not be toss'd and tum*d to me in words. 

But find supply immediate. Get you gone : 

Put on a most importunate aspdct, 

A visage of demand; for, I do fear. 

When every feather sticks in his own wing. 

Lord Timon will be left a naked gull, 

'^ Which flashes now a phoenix. Get you gone. 

Capk. I go, sir. 

Sen. I go, sir? — ^take the bonds along with you. 
And have the dates in compt. 

Caph, I will, sir. 

Sen. Go. 

[Exeunt, 
SCENE IT. 

The Same, A Hall in Timon' s House. 

Enter Flavius, xeith many bills in his hand. 

Flav. No care, no stop! so senseless of expence. 
That he will neither know how to maintain it. 
Nor cease his flow of riot: Takes no account 
How things go fix>m him ; nor resumes no care 
Of what b to continue; Never mind 
Was to be so unwise, to be so kind. 
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What shall be done? He wilt not hear^ till fed: 
I must be round with hiin> now he comes from hunt- 
ing. 
Fye, fye, fye, fye! 

Enter Caph is, and the Servants of Isidore and 

Varro, 

Capk, Good even> Varro : What^ 

You come for money ? 

Var, Serv. Is't not your business too ? 

Caph, It is; — And yours too, Isidore ? 

Isid. Serv. It is so. 

Capk, * Would we were all discharged ! 

Var. Serv. I fear it. 

Capk. Here comes the lord. 

Enter Timon, Alcibiades> and Lords, SfC. 

Tim. So soon as dinner*s done> we'll forth again^ 
My Alcibiades. — With me ? What's your will? 

Caph. My lord, here is a note of certain dues. 

Tim. Dues ? Whence are you ? 

Caph, Of Athens here> my lord. 

Tim. Go to my steward. 

Caph. Please it your lordship, he hath put me off 
To the succession of new days this month : 
My master is awak'd by greB,t occasion. 
To call upon his own 3 and humbly prays you. 
That with your other noble parts you*ll suit. 
In giving him his right. 

Tim. Mine honest fnend, 

I pr'ythee, but repair to me next morning. 
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Caph, Nay, good my lord, 

Tim, Contain thyself^ good friend. 

Var. Sere. One Varro's servant, my good lord, — 

Tsid. Serv. Froin Isidore 3 

He humbly prays your speedy payment, 

Caph, If you did know, my lord, my master's 
vrants, 

Var. Serv. 'Twas due on forfeiture, my lord, six 
weeks. 
And past, 

Isid. Serv. Your steward puts me o£F, my lord; 
And I am sent expressly to your lordship. 

Tim, Give me breath :—— 
I do beseech you, good my lords, keep on $ 

lElxevnt AldbiadeM and Lords. 
I'll wait on you instandy. — Come hither, pray you. 

[To natnus. 
How goes the world, that I am thus encoanter*d 
With clamorous demands of date-broke bonds. 
And the detention of long-since-due debts. 
Against my honour ? 

Fiav, Please you, gentlemen. 

The time is unagreeable to this business : 
Your importunacy cease, till after dinner; 
That I may make his lokdship understand 
Wherefore you are not paid. 

Tim. Do so, my friends: 

See them well entertain'd. [Exii Tinum. 

Flav. I pn^, draw near. 

[Exit Flaoiu$. 
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Enter Apbmamtus and a Fool,^ 

Capk, StKy, sUf, here oomes the fool with Ape- 
imnitQ^; let*» have some sport with *em. 

Far. Serv, Hmg him, he*ll aboie ut. 

Itid, Serv. A plague upon him, dog ! 

F«r. Sera. How dost> fool ? 

Apern. Dost dialogue with thy shadow? 

Far. Serv. I speak not to thee. 

Apem. No, 'tis to thyself. — Come awa)r. 

[To the Fool. 

Itid. Serv. [To Far. Serv.] There's the fool hangs 
on your back already. 

Apem. Noj thou stand'st single, thou art not on 
him yet. 

Capk. Where's the fool now ? 

Apem. He last ask'd the question. — Poor rogues, 
and usurei^s men ! bawds between gold and want! 

AB. What are we, Apemantus ? 

Apem. Asses. 

AU Serv. Why ? 

Apem. That you ask me, what you are, and do not 
know yourselves, — Speak to 'em, fool. 

Fool* How do you, gentlemen? 

AU Serv. Gramercies, good fool : How does your 
mistress? 

Fool. ^ She's e'en setting on water to scald such 
chickens as you are. 'Would, we could see you at 
Corinth. 

Apem. Good! gramercy. 
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Enter Page, 

Tool. Look you^ here comes my mistress* page. 

Page. [To the FooL] Why, how now, captain? 
what do you in this wise company ? — How dost thou, 
Apemantus ? 

Apem, 'Would I had a rod in my mouth, that I 
might answer thee profitably. 

Page. Pr*ythee, Apemantus, read me the super- 
cription of these letters j I know not which is which. 

Apem. Canst not read ? 

Page. No. 

Apem. There will little learning die then, that day 
thou art hang'd. This is to lord Timon; this to AJ- 
cibiades. Go; thou wast bom a bastard, and thou*lt 
die a bawd. 

Page. Thou wast whelp'd a dogj and thou shalt 
famish, a dog*s death. Answer not; I am gone. 

[Exit Page. 

Apem. Even so thou out-run*st grace. Fool, I will 
go with you to lord Timon*s. 

Fool. Will you leave me there ? 

Apem. If Timon stay at home. — You three serve 
three usurers ? 

AH Serv. Ay 3 Vould they served us! 

Apem. So Mrould I, — as good a trick as ever hang- 
man served thief. 

Fool. Are you three usurers' men ? 

All Serv. Ay, fool. 

Fool. I think, no usurer but has a fool to his 
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'•ervant: My mistress is one, and I am her fool. 
When men come to borrow of your masters, they 
approach sadly, and go away merry; but they enter 
my mistress* house merrily, and go away sadly : The 
reason of this ? 

Var, Serv. I could render one. 

/ipem. Do it then, that we may account thee a 
whoremaster, and a knave; which notwithstanding, 
thou shalt be no less esteemed. 

Var. Serv. What is a whoremaster, fool ? 

Fool. A fool in good clothes, and something like 
thee. *Tis a spirit: sometime, it appears like a lord; 
sometime, like a lawyer; sometime, like a philo- 
sopher, with two stones more than his artificial one^: 
He is very often like a knight; and, generally, in all 
shapes, that man goes up and down in, from four- 
score to thirteen, this spirit walks in. 

Var, Serv. Thou art not altogether a fool. 

Fool. Nor thou altogether a wise man: as much 
foolery as I have, so much wit thou lack'st. 

Apem, That answer might have become Ape- 
mantus. 

All Serv. Aside, aside; here comes lord Timon. 

Re^eftter TiMOs and¥L AVIV s, 

Apem. Come with me, fool, come. 
FooL I do not always follow lover, elder. brother^ 
and woman; sometime, the philosopher. 

[^Exeunt Apemantus and Fool. 
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Flofo. *¥ny yoo^ wdk near; 1*11 speak widi jtm 
anon. {^EMwti SerVm 

Tim. You make me mar^: Wherefore, ere tfab 
tiine. 
Had 70a not fully laid my state before me; 
That I might so have rated my expence. 
At I had leave of means ? 

Fkn. Yoa would not hear noe. 

At many leisures I propos'd. 

Tim. Goto: 

Perchance^ some single vantages you tock. 
When my indisposition put you back; 
And that unaptness made your minister. 
Thus to excuse yourself. 

Flap. O my good lord! 

At many times I brought in my accounts. 
Laid them before you; you would throw them €sff. 
And say, you found them in mine honesty. 
When, for some trifling present, you have bid me 
* Return so much, I have shook my head, and yfeipt$ 
Yea, 'gainst the authority of manners, pray*d yoa 
To hold your hand more close : J did endure 
Not seldom, nor no slight checks; whai I have 
Prompted yoUj in the ebb of your estate. 
And your great flow of debts. My dear-lov'd lord. 
Though you hear now, (too late !) yet now*s a time^ 
The greatest of your having lacks a half 
To pay your present debts. 

Tim. Let all my land be sold. 
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FUn. *Ti8 all eDgag*d» some forfeited and gone $ 
And wimt remains will hardly stop the month 
Of present dues : the future comes apace : 
What shall defend the interim ? and at length 
How goes our reckoning? 

Tim, To LacedsBmoo did my land extend, 

FUn. O my good lord^ the world is but a word; 
Were it all yours^ to give it in a breath. 
How quickly were it gone ? 

Tim. You tdl me true. 

Flm>. If you suspect my husbandry, or falsehood. 
Call me before the exactest auditors. 
And set me on the proof. So the gods bless me. 
When all our offices have been oppressed 
With riotous feeders; when our vaults have wqpt 
With drunken spilth of wine; when every room 
Hath bla£*d with tights, and bray'd with minstrelsy; 
^I have retir*d me to a wasteful cock. 
And set mine eyes at flow. 

Tim, Pr*ythee, no more. 

Fltto. Heavens, have I said, the bounty of this lord ! 
How many prodigal iHts have slaves, and peasants, . 
This night englutted! Who is not Timon's? 
What heart, head, sword, fwce, means, but is lord 

Timon*s ? 
Great Timon, noble, worthy, royal Timon ? 
Ah ! when the means are gone, that buy this praise. 
The breath is gone whereof this praise is made: 
Feast- won, ftst-lost; one doud of winter showen^ 
These flies are couch'd. 
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Tim. Come, sermon me no ftuHier : 

No villainous bounty yet hath pass*d my heart; 
Unwisely, not ignobly, have I given. 
Why dost thou weep ? Canst thou the conscienoe lack. 
To think I shall lack friends ? Secure thy heart ; 
If I would broach the vessds of my love. 
And try the argument of hearts by borrowing. 
Men, and men's fortunes^ could I frankly use. 
As I can bid thee speak. 

Uav, Assurance bless your thoughts ! 

< Tim, And, in some sort, these wants of mine are 
crown'd. 
That I account them blessings ', for by these 
Shall I try friends : You shall perceive, how you 
Mistake my fortunes; I am wealthy in my friends. 
Within there, ho !— Flaminius ! Servilius ! 

Enter Flaminius, Servilius, and other Servants. 

Scro, My lord, my lord, — 

Tim. I vnll despatch you severally. — You, to lord 
Lucius, — 
To lord Lucullus you ; I hunted with his 
Honour to-day; — ^You, to Sempronius; 
Commend me to their loves; and, I am proud, say. 
That my occasions have found time to use them 
Toward a supply of money : let the request 
Be fifty talents. 

Flam. As you have said, my lord. 

IJao. Lord Lucius, and lord Lucullus? humph ! 

lAside. 
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Tim. Go you, sir, [To another Serv,] to the tfD- 
nators, 
(Of whom, even to the state's best health; I have 
Deserv'd this hearing,) bid 'em send o*the instant 
A thousand talents to me. 

Flav. I have been bold, 

(For that I knew it die most general way,) 
To them to use your signet, and your nathe; 
But they do shake their heads, and I am here 
No richer in return. 

Tim, Is't true? can it be? 

Fiav. They answer, in a joint and corporate voice. 
That now they are at fall, want treasure, cannot 
Do what they would; are sorry— you are honour- 
able, — 
But yet they could have wish'd— they know not — but 
Something hath been amiss — a noble nature 
May catch a wrench — would all were well — ^"tis 

pity— 
And so, intending other serious matters. 
After distasteful looks, and these hard fractions. 
With certain half- caps, and cold-moving nods. 
They froze me into silence. 

Tim. You gods, reward them ! — 

I pr'ythee, man, look cheerly: These old fellows 
Have their ingratitude in them hereditary : 
Their blood is cak'd, 'tis cold, it seldom flows $ 
'Tis lack of kindly warmth, they are not kind ; 
And nature, as it grows again toward earth. 
Is ^hion'd for the journey, dull, and heavy. — 
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Go to Vcntidiii8,--[7b a Serv.'] 'Pr'ythee^ [To Fla- 

•oius^ be not sad. 
Thou art true, and honesty ingeniously I speak. 
No Uame belongs to thee: — [To Sero^ VeDtidios 

lately 
Bury'd his Either, by whose death, he's stepp'd 
Into a great estate : when he was poor, 
Imprison*d, and in scarcity of friends, 
I clear'd him with five talents: Greet him from me; 
Bid him suppose, some good necessity 
Touches his friend, which craves to be remember'd 
With those five talents:— that had,— [To Flavhu,'] 

give it these fellows ^ 

To whom 'tis instant due. Ne*er speak, or think. 
That Timon*s fortunes 'mong his friends can sink. 
Flav. I would, I could not think it; That thoa^^ 

is bounty's foe; 
Being fiee itself, it thinks all others so. [Exeut^ 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 

The Same, A Roam in Luaillus*s Houses 

Flamixius xoaiiing. Enter a Servant to him . 

Serv, I have told my lord of yoQ, he is coming 
down to you. 

Flam. I thank you, sir. 

Enter Lucullus. 

Sa-v, Here's my lord. 

LucuL lAside.'] One of lord Timon's men ? a gifi^ 
I warrant Why, this hits right j I dreamt of a silver 
baaon and ewer to-night. FlaminiuSy honest Flami* 
nius) you are very respectively welcome, sir. — Fill 
me some wine. — lExit Servant.'] And how does that 
honouraUe, complete, firee-hearted gentleman of 
Athens, thy very bountiful good lord and master ? 

Flam. His health is well, sir. 

Lvcir/. J am right glad that his health is well, sir; 
And what hast thou there under thy cloak, pret^ 
Flaminhis? 

Flam, 'Faith, nothing but an empty box, sir: 
which, in my lord's behalf, I come to entreat your 
honour to supply; who, having great and instant 
occasion to use fifty talents, hath sent to your lord- 
ship to furnish hiQi; nothing doubting your present 
assistance therein. 
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Litcul. JjR, \sL, la> \a, — ^nothing doubtiiig, says he? 
alas, good lord! a noble gentleman *tis> if he would 
not keep so good a house. Many a time and often I 
have dined with him, and told him on*t3 and come 
again to supper to him^ of purpose to hav6 him spend 
less : and yet he would embrace no counsel, take no 
warning by my coming. Every man has his fault, 
and honesty is his; I have told him on*t, but I could 
never get him from it. 

lie-enter Servant, zcith uine. 

Serv. Please your lordship, here is the wine. 

Lucul, Flaminius^ I have noted theb always wise. 
Here's to thee. 

Fla, Your lordship speaks your pleasure. 

Lucul, I have observed thee always for a towardly 
prompt spirit, — give thee thy due, — and one that 
knows what belongs to reason) and canst use the 
time well, if the time use thee weH: good parts in 
thee. — Get you gone, sirrah. [7b the Servant, wfto 
goes oi/if.] — Draw nearer, honest Flaminius. Thy 
lord's a bountifiil gentleman: but thou art wise; 
and thou know*st well enough, although tliou comest 
to me, that this is no time to lend money; especially 
upon bare friendship, without security. Here*s three 
solidares for thee ; good boy, wink at me, and say, 
thou saw*st me not. Fare thee well. 

Flam . Is* t possible, the woild should so much differ $ > 
And we alive, that Uv'd ? Fly, damned baseness. 
To him that worships thee. [Throwing the money away,. 
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LuaU. Ha! Now I see, thoa art a ibol^ and fit for 
thy master. [EnY LucuUus. 

Flam, yixy these add to the number that may scald 
thee! 
Let molten coin be thy damnation. 
Thou disease of a friend, and not himself I 
Has friendship such a faint and milky heart. 
It turns in less than two nights ? O you gods, * 
I feel my master's passion ! This slave 
Unto his honour, has my lord's meat in him : 
Why should it thrive, and turn to nutriment^ 
When he is tum*d to poison ? 
O, may diseases only work upon't ! 
And, when he is sick to death, let not that part of 

nature 
Which my lord paid for, be of any power 
To expel sickness, but prolong his hour ! [ExHm 

SCENE II. 

The Same. A pubUck Place. 

Enter Lucius, iBith three Strangers* 

Luc. Who, the lord Timon ? he is my veiy good 
friend, and an honourable gendeman. 

1 Stran. We know him for no less, though we are 
but strangers to him. But I can tell you one things 
my lord, and which I hear from common rumours; 
now lord Timon's happy hours are done and pastj 
and his estate shrinks from him. 

VOL. X. £ 
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. Ltic» Vje, no, do not believe it; he cannot want for 
monejr. 

2 Stran, But believe you this, my lord, that, not 
long ago, one of his men was with the lord Lucullus, 
to borrow so many talents^ nay, urged extremely 
fbr't, and showed what necessity bdong'd to*t^ and 
yet was denied. 

Luc. How? 

2 Stran, I tell you, denied^ my lord. 

Luc, What a strange case was that? now, before 
the gods, I am asham'd on*t. Denied that honour- 
able man? there was very little honour showed in't. 
For my own part, I must needs confess, I have re- 
ceived some small kindnesses from him, as money, 
plate, jeift'els, and such like trifles, nothing comparing 
to his; yet, had he *^ mistook him, and sent to me, I 
should ne*er have denied his occasion so many talents. 

Enta* Servilius. 

Ser, See, by good hap, yonder*s my lord; I have 
sweat to see his honour. — My honour'd lord, — 

[7b Lucius. 

Luc, Servilius ! you are kindly met, sir. Fare thee 
well: — ^^ Commend me to thy honourable-virtuous 
lord, my very exquisite flnend. 

iier. May it please your honour, my lord hath 
sent 

Luc. Hal what has he sent? I am so much en- 
dear*d to that lord; he's ever sending: How shall I 
thank him, think'st thou? And what has he sent now? 
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Srr, He h^ only sent his present occasion now, 
my lord ; requesting your lordship to supply his iA*- 
stant use with so many talents. 

Luc* I know> his lordship is but merry with me; 
He cannot want fifty-five hundred talents. 

SfT. But in the mean thne he wants less, my lord.- 
If his occasion were not virtuous, 
I should not urge it half so faithftdly. 

Luc, Dost thou speak seriously, Senrilius ? 

Sen Upon my soul, 'tw true, sir. 

Lvc. What a wicked beast was I, to disfumish 
myself against such a good time, when I might have 
shown myself honourable ? how imlucklly it happened, 
that I should purchase the day before for a little part^ 
and undo a great deal of honour ?^Serviliu8, now 
before the gods, I am not able to do't; the more beast, 
I say: — I was sending to use lord Tlmon myself^ 
these gentlemen can witness; but I would not, for 
the wealth of Athens, I had done it now. Cdmmend 
me bountifully to his good lordship; and I hope, hit 
honour will conceive the fairest of me, because I have 
no power to be kind: — And tell him this from me, 
I count it one of my greatest afflictions, say, that 
I cannot pleasure such an honourable gentleman. 
Good Servilius, will you befriend me so ^, as to 
use mine own words to him ? 

Ser. Yes, sir, I shall. 

Luc. I will look you out a good turn, Servilius.-^ 

lExii Servilius^ 
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TruCj as you said^ Timon is shrunk, indeed ; 

And he, that's once denied, will hardly speed. [ExiV. 

1 Stran. Do you observe this, Hostilius? 

2 Stran. Ay, too well. 
1 Stran. Why this 

Is the world's soul 3 and just of the same piece 
Is every flatterer's spirit. Who can call him 
His friend, that dips in the same dish? for, in 
My knowing, Timon has been this lord's father. 
And kept his credit with his purse > 
Supported his estate; nay, Timon*s money 
Has paid his men their wages: He ne'er drinks. 
But Timon's silver treads upon his lip ; 
And yet, (O, see the monstrousness of man 
When he looks out in an ungrateful shape!) 
He does deny him, in respect of his *^, 
What charitable men afibrd to beggars. 

3 Stran, Religion groans at it. 

1 Stran, For mine own part, 

I never tasted Timon in my life, 
Nor came any of his bounties over me. 
To mark me for his friend; yet, I protest. 
For his right noble mind, illustrious virtue. 
And honourable carriage. 
Had his necessity made use of me, 
I would have put my wealth into donation. 
And the best half should have return'd to him. 
So much I love his heart: But, I perceive. 
Men must learn now with pity to dispense ; 
For poliqr sits above conscience. lExeunt. 
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SCENE III. 

The Same. A Room in Sempromiui's Home* 

Enter Sempronius, and a Servant qfTimon*$» 

Sem, Must he needs trouble me in*t? Humph! 
•Bove all others? 
He might have tried lord Lucius^ or Lucullus; 
And now Ventidius is wealthy too. 
Whom he redeem*d from prison: All these three 
Owe their estates unto him. 

Serv, O my lord. 

They have all been touch*d, and found base metal; 

for 
They have aU deny*d him. 

Sem. How ! have they deny*d him ? 

Has Ventidius and Luculius deny*d him ? 
And doed he send to me ? Three ? humph !— 
It shows but little love or judgement in him* 
Must I be his last refuge ? His friends, like ph3r8icians. 
Thrive, give him over; Must I take the cure upon 

me? 
He has much disgraced me in*t; I am angry at him^ 
That might have known my place : I see no seme 

fort. 
But his occasions might have woo*d me first; 
For, in my conscience, I was the first man 
That e*er receiv*d gift from him: 
And does he think so backwardly of me DOW0 
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That rU requite it last? No: So it may prove 

An argument of laughter to the rest. 

And I amongst the lords be thought a fool. 

I had rather than the worth of thrice the sum. 

He had sent to me first, but for my mind*8 sake ; 

I had such a courage to do him good. But now 

return. 
And with their faint reply this answer join ; 
Who bates mine honour, shall not know my coin. 

[Exit. 
Serv, Excellent! Your lordship's a goodly jrillain. 
The devil knew not what he did, when he made man 
politick; ^he cross'd himself by* t: and I cannot think, 
but, in the end, the villainies of man wiU set him 
clear. How fairly this lord strives to appear foul ? 
takes virtupus copies to be wicked; like those that, 
under hot ardent zeal, would set whole realms on fire. 
Of such a nature is his politick love. 
This was my lord's best hope; now all are fled. 
Save the gods only : Now his friends are dead, 
•Doors, that were ne*er acquainted with their wards 
'Many a bounteous year, must be employed 
Now to guard sure their master. 
And'this is all a liberal course allows; 
Who cannot keep his wealth, must keep his house. 
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SCENE W. 

The Same. A Hall in Timon*9 Emue. 

Enter two Servants of Varro, and the Servant of iMciua, 
meeting Titus, Hortensius, and other Servanti 
to Timon*s Creditors, waiting Ms coming out. 

Far. Scrv. Well met 5 good-morrow, Titus and 
Hortensius. 

Tit, The like to you, kind Varro. 

Hor, Lucius f 

What, do we meet together ? 

Luc. Serv. Ay, and, I think. 

One business does command us all; for mine 
Is money. 

Ttt. So is theirs and ours^ 

En/cr Phi LOTUS. 

Luc. Serv. And sir 

Philotus too ! 

Phi. Good day at once. 

Luc. Serv. Welcome, good brother. 

What do you think the hour? 

Phi. Labouring for nine. 

Luc. Serv. So much ? 

Phi. Is not my lord seen yet ? 

Luc. Sero. Not yet 

Phi, I wonder on't; be was wont to shine at seyeo. 
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Luc. Sero. Ay, but the days are waxed shorter with 
him: 
You must consider, that a prodigal course 
Is like the 6un*Sj but not^ like his, recoverable. 
I fear, 

*Tis deepest winter in lord Timon*s purse; 
That is, one may reach deep enough, and yet 
Fmd little. 

Phi. I am of your fear for that. 

Tit, ril show you how to observe a strange event. 
Your lord sends now for money. 

Hon Most true, he does. 

Tit. And he wears jewels now of Timon's gift, 
For which I wait for money. 

Hor. It is against my heart. 

Luc. Sere, Mark, how strange it shows^ 

Timon in this should pay more than he owes : 
And e'en as if your lord should wear rich jewels. 
And send for money for 'em. 

Hor. I am weary of this charge, the gods can 
witness : 
I know, my lord hath spent of Timon's wealth. 
And now ingratitude makes it worse than stealth. 

1 Var, Sere. Yes, mine's three thousand crowns : 
What's yours ? 

Luc, Serv. Five thousand mine. 

1 Var. Serv. 'Tis much deep: and it should seem 
by the sum. 
Your master's confidence was above mine; 
Else, surely, his had equaU'd. 
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Enter Flaminius. 

Tit. One of lord Timon's men. 

Luc, Serv, Flaminius! sir, a word : Tray, is my lord 
ready to come forth ? 

Flam, No, indeed, he is not. 

Tit. We attend his lordships 'P^y> signify so 
much. 

Flam. I need not tell him that 3 he knows, you are 
too diligent. ^Exit Flaminius, 

Enter Flavius, in a cloak, muffled. 

Luc. Serv. Ha ? is not that his steward muffled so ? 
He goes away in a doud ; call him, call him. 

Tit. Do you hear, sir? 

] Var. Serv. By your leave, sir, — 

Flav. What do you ask of me, my friend? 

Tit. We wait for certain money here, sir. 

Flav. Ay, 

If money were as certain as your waiting, 
'Twere sure enough. Why then preferred you not 
Your sums and bills, when your false masters eat 
Of my lord's meat? Then they could smile, and fawn 
Upon his debts, and take down th' interest 
Into their gluttonous maws. You do yourselves but 

wrong. 
To stir me up; let me pass quietly : 
Believe' t, my lord and I have made an end; 
J have no more to reckon, he to spend. 

Luc, Serv. Ay, but this answer will not serve. 
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Flao, If 'twill not, 

Tis not so base as youj for you serve knaves. \Rxit, 

1 Var. Serv, How ! what does his casluer*d wor- 
ship mutter ? 

2 Var. Serv. No matter what; he's poor, and that's 
revenge enough. Who can speak broader than he 
that has no house to put his head in ? such may rail 
against great buildings. 

Enter Servilius^^ 

Tit. O, here*s Servilius) now we shall know 
Some answer. 

Ser. If I might beseech you, gendemen. 

To repair some other hour, I should much 
Derive from it : for, take it on my soul. 
My lord leans wond'rously to discontent. 
His comfortable temper has forsook him; 
He is much out of health, and keeps his chamber. 

Luc. Serv. Many do keep their chambers^ are not 
sick: 
And, if it be so far beyond his health, 
Methinks, he should the sooner pay his debts^ 
And make a clear way to the gods. 

Ser. Good gods ! 

Tit. We cannot take this for an answer, sir. 

Flam. [JVithin.'] Servilius, help!— my lord! my 
lord! 

Enter TiTdoin, in a rage; F L ami vivs following. 
Tim. What, are my doors opposed against my pa^ge ? 
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Have I been ever free, and must my house 
Be my retentive enemy, my gaol ? 
The place, which I have feasted, does it now> 
Like all mankind, show me an iron heart? 

Luc, Serv. Put in now, Titus, 

Tit. My lord, here is my bill. 

Luc, Serv, Here*s mine. 

Hor. Serv, And mine, my lord. 

Both Var, Serv. And ours, my lord. 

Phi. All our b'dls. 

Tim. Knock me down with 'em: cleave me to the 
girdle. 

Luc. Serv. Alas ! my lord, ■ 

Tim. Cut my heart in sums. 

Tit. Mine, fifty talents. 

Tim. Tell out my blood, 

Luc. Serv. Five thousand crowns, my lord. 

Tim. Five thousand drops pays that. — 
What yours ? — and yours ? 

1 Var. Sero. My lord,- 

2 Var. Sere. My lord,- 
Tim, Tear me, take me, and the gods fall on you ! 

[Exit. 
Hor, *Faith, I perceive, our masters may dirow 
their caps at their money; these debts may well be 
cajl'd desperate ones, for a madman owes *em. 

[Exeunt. 
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Re-enter Timon and Fla vius. 

Tim, They have e*en put my breath from ine« the 
slaves : 
Creditors ! — devils. 

Ilav. My dear lord, 

Tim, What if it should be so ? 

Tlav. My lord,— ^— " 

Tim, ril have it so: — My steward! 

Flav, Here, my lord. 

Tim, So fitly ? Go, bid all my friends agaln^ 
Lucius, Lucullus, and Sempronius; all: 
1*11 once more feast the rascals. 

Flav, O my lord. 

You only speak from your distracted soul; 
There is not so much left, to furnish out 
A moderate table. 

Tim, Be't not in thy care; go, 

I charge thee; invite them all: let in the tide 
Of knaves once more; my cook and Til provide. 

{^Exeunt, 

SCENE V. 

The Same, The Senate-House. 

The Senate sitting. Enter Alcibiade9, attended 

I Sen, My lord, you have my voice to't ; the fault's 
bloody; 



fe 



TIMON OF ATHENS. Bf 

*Tis necessary^ he should die : 

Nothing emboldens sin so much as mercj. 

2 Sen, Most true> the laws shall bruise him. 

Alcib. Honour^ healthy and compassion to the senate! 

I Sen, Now, captain? 

Alcib, I am an bumble suitor to your virtues; 
For pity is the virtue of the law. 
And none but tyrants use it cruelly. 
It pleases time, and fortune, to lie heavy 
Upon a friend of mine, who, in hot blood. 
Hath stepp*d into the law, which is past depth 
To those that, without heed, do plunge into it. 
He is a man, setting his fate aside. 
Of comely virtues : 

Nor did he soil the fact with cowardice^ 
(An honour in him, which buys out his £iult,) 
But, with a noble fury, and fair spirit. 
Seeing his reputation touch'd to death. 
He did oppose his foe : 
And with such sober and unnoted passion 
He did behave his anger, ere 'twas spent. 
As if he had but prov*d an argument. 

1 Sen, You undergo too strict a paradox. 
Striving to make an ugly deed look fair : 
Your words have took such pains, as if they laboured 
To bring manslaughter into form, set quarrelling 
Upon the head of valour; which, indeed. 
Is valour misbegot, and came into the world 
When sects and factions were newly born : 
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He*8 truly valiant, that can wisely safier 

The worst that man can breathe ^ and make lus wrongs 

His outsides; wear them like his raiment, carelessly ; 

And ne*er prefer his injuries to his hearty 

To bring it into danger. 

If wrongs be evils^ and enforce us kill^ 

What folly 'tis^ to hazard life for ill ? 

jilcib. My lord,— — 

1 Sen, You cannot make gross sins look dearj 
To revenge is no valour, but to bear. 

Alcib. My lords, then^ under £ivour^ pardoD me. 
If I speak like a captain. — 
Why do fond men expose themselves to battle. 
And not endure all threatnings^? sleep upon it^ 
And let the foes quietly cut their throats. 
Without repugnancy ? but if there be 
Such valour in the bearing what make we 
Abroad ? why then, women are more valiant. 
That stay at home, if bearing carry it) 
And th* ass, more captain than the lion; the felon, 
Loaden with irons, wiser than the judge. 
If wisdom be in suffering. O my lords. 
As you are great, be pitifully good : 
Who cannot condenm rashness in cold blood ? 
To kill, I grant, is sin's extremest gust; 
But, in defence, by mercy, *tis most just. 
To be in anger, is impiety; 
But who is man, that is not angry > 
Weigh but the crime with this. 
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2 Sttt» You bxeathe in vain. 

^Icib, In vain ? his service done 

At Lacedaemon, and B3rzantium, 
Were a sufficient briber for his life. 

1 Sen. What's that? 

Aldb, Why, I say^ my lords, h*as done fair 8ervice> 
And slain in fight many of your enemies: 
How full of valour did he bear himself 
In the last conflict^ and made plenteous wounds ? 

2 Sen. He has made too much plenty with 'em^ he 
Is a sworn rioter : h*as a sin that often 

Drowns him^ and takes his valour prisoner : 
If there were no foes, that were enough alone 
To overcome him : in that beastly fury 
He has been known to commit outrages. 
And cherish Actions : 'Tis inferred to us. 
His days are fbul^ and his drink dangerous. 

1 Sen. He dies. 

Alcib. Hard fate ! he might have died in war. 
My lords, if not for any parts in him^ 
(Though his right arm might purchase his own time. 
And be in debt to none,) yet, more to move you. 
Take my deserts to his, and join them both: 
And, for 1 know, your reverend ages love 
Security, I'll pawn my victories, all 
My honour to you, upon his good returns. 
If by this crime he owes the law his life. 
Why, let the war receiv't in valiant gore; 
For law is strict, and war is nothing more. 
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1 Sen. We are for law> he dies; urge it nomord. 
On height of our displeasure : Friend^ or brother. 
He forfeits his own bloody diat spills another. 

jlidb. Must it be so? it must not be. My lords> 
I do beseech you, know me. 

2 Sen, How ? 

jilcUf. Call me to your remembrances. 

3 Sen. What ? 
Akib, I cannot thinks but your age has forgot mei 

It could not else be, I should prove so base. 
To sue^ and be denied such common grace : 
My wounds ake at you. 

1 Sen, Do you dare our anger ? 

'Tis in few words^ but spacious in efiect; 
We banish thee for ever. 

Aldb. Banish me ? 

Banish your dotage ; banish usury. 
That makes the senate ugly. 

1 Sen. If, af^er two days' shine, Athens contmn 

thee. 
Attend our weightier judgement. And, not to swell 

our spirit. 
He shall be executed presently. {Excvni Senators. 
Aldb. Now the gods keep you old enough; that 

you may live 
Only in bone, that none may look on you ! 
I am worse than mad: I have kept back their foes. 
While they have told their money, and let out 
Their coin upon large interest | I myself. 
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Rich only in large harts 3-«-All those, for this? 

Is this the balsam, that the usuring senate 

Pours into captains* wounds ? ha ! banishment? 

It comes not ill; I hate not to be banish'd; 

It b a cause worthy mj spleen and fury> 

That I may strike at Athens. I'll cheer np 

My discontented troops^ and lay for hearts. 

Tis honour, with most lands to be at odds 5 

Soldiers should brook as little wrongs, as gods. [Exit. 

SCENE VI. 

A magmficent Room in TinHnCi Home, 

Mustek. Tables set out: Servants attending. Enter 
divers Lords, at several doors, 

1 Lord. The good time of day to you, sir. 

2 Lord, I also wish it to you. I think, this ho- 
QOunUe lord did but try us this other day. 

1 Lord, ^ Upon that were my thoughts tiring, when 
we encountefd : I hope, it is not so low with hhn, as 
he made it seem in the trial of his several friends* 

2 Lord, It should not be, by the persuasion of his 
new feasdiq^. 

1 Lord, I should think so: He hath sent me an 
earnest inviting, which many my near occasions did 
urge me to put off; but he hath conjured me beyond 
them, and I must needs appear. 

2 Lord, In like manner was I in debt to my im« 
portunate business, but he would not hear my excuse. 

Vol. X. ¥ 
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I am 8orry> when he sent to borrow of me^ that my 
provision was out. 

1 Lord. I am sick of that grief too, as I understand 
how all things go. 

2 Lord, Every man here*s so. What would he 
have borrowed of you ? 

1 Lord, A thousand pieces. 

2 Lord, A thousand pieces! 
1 Lord. What of you? 

3 Lord, He sent to me, svc, — ^Here he conoes. 

Enter Timon, and Attendants. 

'Jim. With all my heart, genUemen both: — And 
how fare you ? 

1 Lord. Ever at the best, hearing well of jour 
lordship. 

2 Lord, The swallow follows not summer more 
willing, than we your lordship. 

Tim. [Aside.] Nor more willingly leaves winter; 
such summer-birds are men.— Gendemen, our dinner 
will not recompense this long stay: feast your ears 
with the musick awhile; if they will £aie so harshly. 
on the trumpet's sound : we shall to*t presently. 

1 Lord. I hope, it remains not unkindly with your 
lordship, that I retum'd you an empty messenger. 

Tim. O, sir^ let it not trouble you. 

2 Lord. My noble lord, 

Tim. Ah, my good friend! what cheer? 

[The banquet brought in. 
2 Lord. My most honourable lord, I am e*en sick 
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of shtoie, that^ when your lordship this other day 
sent to me, I was so unfortunate a beggar, 
Tim. Think not on*t, sir. 
2 Lord. If you had sent but two hours before, — 
Tim. Let it not cumber your better remembrance. 
—Come, bring in altogether. 

2 Lord. All cover'd dishes ! 

1 Lord. Royal cheer, I warrant you. 

3 Lord. Doubt not that, if money, and the season 
can yield it. 

1 Lord, How do you? What's the news? 
3 lA)rd. Alcibiades is banished : Hear you of it ? 
1, 2 Lord. Alcibiades banish'd! 
3 Lord. *Tis so, be sure of it. 

1 Lord. How? how? 

2 Lord. I pray you, upon what? 

Tim. My worthy friends, will you draw near ? 

3 Lord. 1*11 tell you more anon. Here's a noble 
feast toward. 

2 Lord. This is the old man still. 

3 Lord. Will't hold? wiU't hold? 

2 Lord. It does : but time will — and so 

3 Lord. I do conceive. 

Tim» Each man to his stool, with that spur as he 
would to the lip of his mistress : your diet shall be in 
all places alike. Make not a city feast of it, to let the 
meat cool ere we can agree upon the first place : Sit, 
sit. The gods require our thanks. 

You great benefactors, sprinkle our society with 
thankfulness. For your own gifts, make yourselves 
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praised: hut reserve still to give, lest your deities he 
despised. Lend to each man enough, that one need not 
lend to another: for, were your godheads to borrow 
of men f men would forsake the gods. Make the meat 
be beloved, more than the man that gives it. Let no 
assembly of twenty he without a score of villains: If 
there sit twelve women at the table, let a dozen of them 
he — as they are. — The rest of your fees, gods, — the 
senators of Athens, together with the common lag of 
peopki^-whttt is amiss in them, you gods, make suitable 
for destruction. For these my present friends, — as they 
are to me nothing, so in nothing bless them, and to no- 
thing they are welcome. 
Uncover^ dogs, and lap. 

[The dishes uncovered are full of warm water. 
Some speak. What does his lordship mean ? 
Some other. I know not. 
Tim. May you a better feast never behold. 
You knot of mouth-friends! smoke^ and hike- warm 

water 
Is your perfection. This is Timon*^ last; 
Who stuck and spangled you with flatteries. 
Washes it off, and sprinkles in your faces 

[Throwing water in their faces. 
Your reeking villainy. Live loath'd, and long. 
Most smiling, smooth, detested parasites. 
Courteous destroyers, affable wolves, meek bears. 
You fools of fortune, trencher-fnends, time's flies. 
Cap and knee slaves, vapours, and minute-jacks^' ! 
Of man, and beast, tlie infinite malady 
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Crust yoQ quite o'er ! — ^What, dost thou go ? 
Soft, take thy physick firsts — thou too^ — -and thou; 

[Throws the dishes at them, and drives them out. 
Stay, I will lend thee money, bdrrow none.— - 
What, all in motion ? Henceforth be no fsast. 
Whereat a villain's not a welcome guest, 
fium, house; sink, Athens! henceforth hated be 
Of Timon, man, and all humanity! [Exit. 

Re-enter the Lords, xoith other Lords and Senators. 

1 Lord. How now, my lords ? 

2 Lord. Know you the quality of lord Tlmon's 
fury? 

3 Lord. Pish! did you see my cap? 

4 Lord. I have lost my gown. 

3 Lord. He's but a mad lord, and nought but 
humour sways him. He gave me a jewel the other 
day, and now he has beat it out of my hat : — ^Did you 
see my jewel ? 

4 Lord. Did you see my cap? 
2 Lord. Here 'tis. 

4 Lord. Here lies my gown. 

1 Lord. Let's make no stay, 

2 Lord* Lord Timon's aiad. 

3 Lord. I feel't upon my bones. 

4 Lord. One day he gires vtn diamonds, next day 

stones. [Eseunt. 
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ACT.IV. SCENE I. 

' WUhout tht WalU of Athens: : . 

Enter TiVLO^. 

Tim, Let me look back upon thee^ O thou wall. 
That girdlest m those wolves ! Dive in the earthy 
And fence not Athens! Matrons^ turn incdntinent; 
Obedience fail in children ! slaves^ and fools, 
pluck the grave .wrinkled senate from the bench, - 
And minister in their steads ! to general filths 
Convert o*the iostant^ green virgihit]^ ! ' . 
Do*t in your parents' eyes ! bankrupts, hold fast; 
Bather thap render back, out with your knives. 
And cut your trusters* throats! bound servants, steal! 
larg^rhande^ robbers your grave masters are. 
And pill by law ! maid, to thy master's bed : 
Thy mistress is o*the brothel ! son of sixteen, 
Pluck the lin*d crutch fix)m thy old limping sire. 
With it beat out his brains ! piety, and fear. 
Religion to the gods, peace, justice, truth, . 
Domestick awe, night-rest, aod neigbbourhood. 
Instruction, manners, ;mysteries, and trades. 
Degrees, obs^ryapces, custom, ^d laws. 
Decline to your confounding contraries. 
And yet confusion live ! — Plagues, incident to men. 
Your potent and infectious fevers heap 
On Athens, ripe for stroke! thou cold sciaticaj. 
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Cripple our senators^ that their limbs may halt 
As lamely as their manners ! lust and liberty 
Creep in the minds and marrows of our youth; 
That 'gainst the stream of virtue they may strive. 
And drown themselves in riot ! itches, blains. 
Sow all the Athenian bosoms ^ and their crop 
Be general leprosy! breath infect breath; 
That their society, as their fnendship> may 
Be merely poison ! Nothing 1*11 bear from thee. 
But nakedness, thou detestable town ! 
Take thou that too, with multiplying banns ! 
T^mon will to the woods; where he shall £nd 
The unkindest beast more kinder than mankind. 
The gods confound (hear me, you good gods all,) 
The Athenians both within and out that wall ! 
And grant, as Timon grows, his hate oiay grow 
To the whole race of mankind, high, and low ! 
Amen. [£nV. 

SCENE 11. 

» 

Athens, A "R/oom in Timon's House, 

Enter Flavius, with two or three Servants. 

1 Serv. Hear you, master steward, where's our 
master? 
Are we undone ? cast off? nothing remaining ? 
FUn. Alack, my fellows, what should I say to 
you? 
Let me be recorded by the righteous gods, 
I am as poor as you. 
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I 

1 Sero* Such a bouse txroke ! 
So noble a master fallen ! All gone! and not 
One friend^ to take bis fortune by tbe ana^ 
And go along witb bim I 

2 Serv, As we do turn our backs 
From oui companion^ tbrown into bis graven 

So bis familiars to bis buried fortunes 

Slink all away $ leave tbeir &lse vows witb him^ 

Like epapty purses picked: and bis poor self^ 

A dedicated beggar to tbe air^ 

Witb his disease of all-sbunn'd poverty^ 

Walks^ like contempt, alone. — ^More of our fellows. 

Enter other Seroants* 

Flav, AU brokep implements of a niip'd house* 

3 Serv. Yet do our bearts wear Timon*s livery^^ 
Tbat see I by our &ces; we are fellows still. 
Serving alike in sorrow: Leak'd is our bark; 
And we^ poor mates, stand on tbe dying deck. 
Hearing tbe surges tbreat: we must all part 

Into this sea of air. 

Flav. Good fellows all, 

Tbe latest of my wealth TU share amongst you* 
Wherever we shall meet, for Tlmon's sake. 
Let's yet be fellows; let*9 shake our beads, and say. 
As 'twere a knell unto our master's fortunes, 
fVe have seen better days. Let each take some^ 

[Giving them money. 
Nay, put out all your hands. Not one word more : 
Thus part we rich ip sorrowj parting poor. 

[Exeunt Servants^ 
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O, the fierce wretchedness that glory brings ns! 

Who would not wish to be from wealth exempt^ 

Since riches point to misery and contempt; 

Who*d be so mock'd with glory? or to live 

But in a dream of friendship ? 

To have his pomp, and all what state compounds^ 

But only painted, like his vamish'd friends? 

Poor honest lord, brought low by his own heart $ 

Undone by goodness ! '^ Strange, unusual blood. 

When man*s worst sin is> he does too much good! 

Who then dares to be half so kind again? 

For bounty, that makes gods, does still mar men* 

My dearest lord,— bless'd, to be most accurs*d. 

Rich, only to be wretched ^ — thy great fortunes 

Are made thy chief afflictions. Alas, kind lord ! 

He's flung in rage firom this ungrateful seat 

Of monstrous friends : nor has he with him to 

Supply his life, or that which can conunand it. 

I'U follow, and inquire him out: 

1*11 ever serve his mind with my best will; 

Whilst I haye goM, I'U be his steward stiU. [&1Y. 

SCENE IIL 

TheWoodM. 

Enter Tmov. 

Tim, O blessed breeding sun, draw fiom the earth 
Rotten humidity; below tl^ sister's orb 
Infect the air! Twinn'd brothers of one womb,-— 



70 TIMON OF ATHENS. 

Whose procreation^ residence^ and birth. 

Scarce is dividant, — touch them with several fortunes; 

The greater scorns the lesser: '^ Not nature^ 

To whom all sores lay siege, can bear great fortune. 

But by contempt of nature. 

Raise me this beggar, and denude that lord; 

The senator shall bear contempt hereditary. 

The beggar native honour. 

'^ It is the pasture lards the brother's sides. 

The want that makes him lean. Who dares, who 

dares. 
In purity of manhood stand upright. 
And say. This man*s a flatterer f if one be. 
So are they all; for every grize of fortune 
Is smooth*d by that below: the learned pate 
Ducks to the golden fool: All is oblique | 
There*8 nothing level in our cursed natures. 
But direct villainy. Therefore, be abhorr'd 
All feasts, societies, and throngs of men ! 
His semblable, yea, himself, Timon disdains : 
Destruction fang mankind ! — Earth, yield me roots I 

[Digging. 
Who seeks for better of thee, sauce his palate 
With thy most operant poison ! What is here ? 
Gold ? yellow, glittering, precious gold ? No, gods, 
I am no idle votarist. Roots, you clear heavens ! 
Thus much of this, will make black, white; foul, 

feir; 
Wrong, right; base, noble; old, young; coward, 

valiant. 
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Ha, you gods ! why this ? What tliis, you gods ? Why 

this. 
Will lug your priests and servants from your sides; 
Pluck stout men*s pillows from below their heads : 
This yellow slave 

Will knit and break rdigions; bless the accursed > 
Make the boar leprosy ador*d; place thieves^ 
And give them title, knee, and approbation^ 
With senators on the bench : this is it. 
That makes the ^''wappen'd widow wed again; 
She, whom the spital -house, and ulcerous sores^ 
Woiild cast the gorge at, this embalms and spices 
To tjbe April day again. Come, daoined earth,* 
Thou common whore of mankind, that put'st odds 
Among the rout of nations, I will make thee 
Do thy right nature. — [March afar ^,} Ha! a 

drum !— Thou*rt quick. 
But yet I'll bury thee ! Thou'lt go, strong thief; 
When gouty keepers of thee cannot stand : — - 

Nay, stay thou out for earnest. [Keeping- wme^old'4 

ft 

Enter Alcibiades, with dmm and^e,in warlike - 
manrur; Phrtxia, a;i(^TYMANORA. 

Jldb. What art thou there l 

Speak. 

Tim. A beast, as thou art The canker gndw thy 
heart. 
For showing me again the eyes of man ! 

AkUf. What is thy name ? Is man so hateful to tbee^ 
That art thyself a man ? 
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Tim. I am ndsanthropos, and liate mankind* 
For thy part, I do wish thou wert a dog> 
That I might love thee something. 

Akib. I know thee well; 

But in thy fortunes am unleam*d and strange. 

Tim. I know thee too; and more, than that I know 
thee, 
I not desire to know. Follow thy drum; 
With man's blood paint the ground, gules, gules: 
Religious canons, civil laws are cruel) 
Then what should war be ? This fell whore of thine 
Hath in her more destruction than thy sword. 
For all her cherubin look. 

Phry. Thy lips rot off! 

Tim. ''I will not kiss thee; then the rot returns 
To thine own Ups again. 

Ahtif. How came the noUe Timon to this change? 

Tim. As the moon does, by wanting light to give: 
But then renew I could not, like the moon ; 
There were no suns to borrow of. 

Alcib. Noble Timon^ 

What friendship may I do thee? 

Tim. None, but to 

Maintain my opinion. 

Aldb. What is it, Timon ? 

Tim. Promise me friendship, but perform none: If 
Thou wilt not promise, the gods plague thee, for 
Thou art a man! if thou dost perform, oonfocmd thee. 
For thou'tt a man ! 

Alcib, I have heard in some sort of thy miseritt. 
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Ttffi. Thou saVst them> when I had prosperity. 

jilcib, I see them now ; then was a blessed time. 

Tim. As thine is now^ held with a brace of harlots. 

Tyman. Is this the Athenian nunion, whom the 
world 
Voic*d so regardilillj ? 

Tim. Art thou lymandfa ? 

Tyman. Yes. 

Tim, Be a whore still ! they love thee not, that use 
thee; ^ 

Give them dlseaset^ leaving with thee their lust. 
Make use of thy salt hours: season the slaves 
For tubs, and baths; bring down rose-cheeked youth 
To the tub-&st, and the diet^. 

Tymau. Hang thee, monster! 

Akib, Pardon him, sweet lymandra; for his witf 
Are drown'd and lost in his calamities.— 
I have but little gold of late, brave Hmon, 
The want whereof doih daily make revolt 
In my penurious band: I harre heard, and griev'd. 
How cursed Athens, mindless of thy worth. 
Forgetting thy great deeds, when neighbour states. 
But for thy sword and fortune, trod upon them, — 

Tim, I pr^ythee, beat thy drum, and get thee gone'. 

Alcib. 1 am thy friend, and pity thee, dear Timcn. 

7Vm« How dost thou pity him, whom thou dost 
trouble ? 
I had rather be alone. 

Aldb* Why, fare thee well : 

Here's some gold for thee. 
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Tim. Keep*t^ I cannot eat it. 

Alcib. When I have laid proud Athens on a 
heap,—— 

Tim. Wan:*st thou 'gainst Athens ? 

Alcib, Ay, Timon, and have cause. 

Tim. The gods confound them all i' thy conquesti 
and 
Thee after, when thou hast conquer*d ! 

Aicib. Why me, limon? 

Tim. That, 
By killing villains, thou wast horn to conquer 
My country. 

Put up thy gold; Go on, — there's gold, — go onj 
Be as a planetary plague, when Jove 
Will o'er some high-vic*d city hang his poison 
In the sick air : Let not thy sword skip one : 
Pity not honoured age for his white beard, 
He*s an usurer: Strike me the counterfeit matron; 
It is her habit only that is honest, 
Herselfs a bawd: Let not the virgin*s cheek 
Make soft thy trenchant sword; for those milkrpaps. 
That through the window-bars bore at men*s eyes. 
Are not within the leaf of pity writ. 
Set them down horrible traitors : Spare not the babe. 
Whose dimpled smiles from fools exhaust their 

mercy; 
Think it a bastard, whom the oracle 
Hath doubtfully pronounc*d thy throat shall cut. 
And mince it sans remorse: Swear against objects ; 
Put armour on thine ears, and on thine eyes; 
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Whose proof, nor yells of mothers, maids, nor babes^ 
Nor sight of priests in holy vestments bleeding. 
Shall pierce a jot. There*s gold to pay thy soldiers: 
Make large confusion ^ and, thy fury spent. 
Confounded be thyself! Speak not, be gone. 

Alcib. Hast thou gold yet? 1*11 take the gold thou 
giv*st me. 
Not all thy counsel. 

Tim, Dost thou, or dost thou not, heaven^s curse 
upon thee ! 

Phr, and Tym, Give us some gold, good Timon : 
Hast thou more ? 

Tkn, Enough to make a whore forswear her trade. 
And to make whores, a bawd. Hold up, you sluts. 
Your aprons mountant : You are not oathable, — 
Although, I know, you'll swear, terribly swear. 
Into strong shudders, and to heavenly agues. 
The immortal gods that hear you, — spare your oaths, 
1*11 trust to your conditions : Be whores still ; 
And he whose pious breath seeks to convert you. 
Be strong in whore, allure him, bum him up; 
Let your close fire predominate his smoke. 
And be no turncoats : ^ Yet may your painsj six months, 
Be quite contrary: ^^And thatch your poor thin roofs 
With burdens of the dead;— some that weipe hang'd. 
No matter; — wear them, betray with them: whore 

still; 
Paint till a horse may mire upon your ^ce : 
A pox of wrinkles ! 
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Fhr. and Tym. Well, more gold j— What then?— 
BeHeve*t, that we*ll do any thiDg for gdd. 

Tim. CJonsumptioDs sow 
In hollow bones of man; strike their sharp shins*. 
And mar men's spurring. Crack the lawyer*8 Yoice, 
That he may never more false title plead. 
Nor sound his quiUets shrilly: hoar the flamen^ 
That scolds against the quality of flesh. 
And not believes himself: down with the nose^ 
Down with it flat; take the bridge quite away 
Of him, that his particular to foresee. 
Smells from the general weal: make curl'd-pate 

rufiBansbaldi 
And let the unscarr'd braggarts of the war 
Derive some p«n from you : Plague all; 
That your activity may defeat and quell 
Ihe source of all erection:— There's more gold:— • 
Do you danm others, and let this damn you. 
And ditches grave you all ! 

Pkr» and Tym. More counsel, with more money, 
bounteous Timon. 

7¥nt* More whore, more mischief first: I have 
given you earnest. 

Alcib, Strike up the drum towards Athens. Fare* 
well, Timon; 
If I thrive well, 1*11 visit thee again. 

TVm. If I hope well, I'll never see thee more. 

Alcib, I never did thee harm. 

Tim. Yes, thou spok'st well of me.. 
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Aldh. Cairst thou that harm ? 

Tim. Men daily find it such. Gret thee away^ 
And take thy beagles with thee. 

jikib. We but ofiend him.— 

Strike. 

[Drtfm beats. Exeunt Alcibiades, 
Phryfua, and Tymandra. 

Tim. That nature^ being sick of man's unkindness^ 
Should yet be hungry ! — Common mother^ thou> 

[Digging. 
Whose womb unmeasurable^ and infinite breast. 
Teems, and feeds all; whose self-same mettle. 
Whereof thy proud child, arrogant man, is pufF'd, 
Engenders the black toad, and adder blue. 
The glided newt, and ^* eyeless venom'd worm. 
With all the abhorred births below crisp heaven 
Whereon Hyperion's quickening fire doth shine ; 
Yield him, who all thy human sons doth hate. 
From forth thy plenteous bosom, one poor root ! 
Ensear thy fertile and conceptions womb. 
Let it no more bring out ingrateftd man ! 
Go great with tigers, dragons, wolves, and bears; 
Teem with new monsters, whom thy upward fiice 
Hath to the marbled mansion all above 
Never presented!— O, a root, — Dear thanks! 
Dry up thy marrows, vines, and plough- torn leas; 
Whereof ingratefiil man, with liquorish draughts^ 
And morsels unctuous, greases his pure mindj 
That from it aU consideration slips ! 

VOL. X. . a 
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Enter Afbmaktus. 

More man ? Plague ! plague ! 

Apem, I was directed hither: Men report^ 
Thou dost affect my manners^ and dost use them. 

Tim, *Tis then^ because thou dost not keep a dog 
Whom'I would imitate : Consumption catch thee ! 

Apem, This is in thee a nature but afiected; 
A poor unmanly melancholy^ sprung 
From change of fortune. Why this spade? this place? 
This slave-like habit ? and these looks of care ? 
Thy flatterers yet wear silk, drink wine, lie softj 
Hug their diseas'd perfumes, and have forgot 
That ever Timon was. Shame not these woodsj 
By putting on the cunning of a carper. 
Be thou a flatterer now, and seek to thrive 
By that which has undone thee: hinge thy knee. 
And let his very breath, whom thou'lt observe. 
Blow off thy cap; praise his most vicious strain. 
And call it excellent: Thou wast told thus; 
Thou gav*8t thine ears, like tapsters, that bid welcome. 
To knaves, and all approachers : Tis uKMt just. 
That thou torn rascal; had'st thou wealth again. 
Rascals should have't. Do not assume my likeness* 

Jim. Were I like thee, I'd throw away myself. 

Apem. Thou hast cast away thyself being like 
thyself; 
A madman so long, now a fool : What, think'st 
That the bleak air, thy boisterous chamberlain. 
Will put thy shirt on warm? Will these moss'd trees. 
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That have outliv*d the eagle^ page thy heels. 

And skip when thou point'st out ? wiU the coldbrookj 

Candied with ice« caudle thj morning taste. 

To core thj o*er*night'8 surfeit? call the creaturea^-^ 

Whose naked natures live in all the spite 

Of wreakfiil heaven; whose bare unhoused tninksi 

To the conflicting elements expos'd. 

Answer mere nature, — bid them flatter thee; 

O ! thou Shalt find 

Tim. A fool of thee : Depart^ 

Jpem» I love thee better now than e'er I did 

Tim, I hate thee worse. 

Apem» Why? 

Tim. Thou flatter'st misery. 

jipem. I flatter not; but say, thou art a caitiff. 

Tim. Why dost thou seek me out ? 

Apem. To vex thee. 

Tim. Always a villain's office, or a fool's. 
Dost please thyself in't ? 

Apem. Ay. 

Tim. What! a knave toot 

Apem. If thou didst put this tour-co&d habit on 
To castigate thy pride, 'twere well : but thou 
Dost it enforcedly ; thou'dst courtier be again, 
Wert thou not beggar. Willing misery 
Outlives incertain pomp, is crown'd befiire: 
The one is filling still, never complete; 
The other, at high wish : Best state, contentless^ 
Hath a distracted and most wretched 
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Worse than the worst, content. 

Thou should*st desire to die, being miserable. 

Tim. Not by his breath, that is more miserable. 
Thou art a slave, whom Fortune's tender arm 
With favour never clasp'd j *^but bred a dog. 
Hadst thou, like us, from our first swath, proceeded 
The sweet degrees that this brief world afibrds 
To such as may the passive drugs of it 
Freely command, thou would*st have plung*d thyself 
In general riot 5 melted down thy youth 
In different beds of lust j and never leam'd 
The icy precepts of respect, but foUow'd 
The sugar'd game before thee. But myself. 
Who had the world as my confectionary ^ 
The mouths, the tongues, the eyes, and hearts of men 
At duty, more than I could frame employment j 
That numberless upon me stuck, as leaves 
Do on the oak, have with one winter* s brush 
Fell from their boughs, and left me open, bare 
For every storm that blows;— >I, to bear this. 
That never knew but better, is some burden : 
Thy nature did commence in sufierance, time 
Hath made thee hard in*t Why should'st thoa hate 

men? 
They never fiatter'd thee : What hast thou given ? 
If thou wilt curse, — thy ^ther, that poor rag^ 
Must be thy subject; who in spite, put stuff 
To sonoe she beggar, and compoimded thee 
Poor rogue hereditary. Hence! be gone t^» 
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If thou hadst not been born the worst of men^ 
Thou hadst been a knave^ and flatterer. 

Apem, Art thou proud yet? 

Tim, Ay, that I am not thee. 

Apem. I, that I was 

No prodigal. 

Tim, I, that I am one now : 

Were all the wealth I have^ shut up in thee, 
I'd give thee leave to hang it. Get thee gone.— > 
That the whole life of Athens were in this ! 
Thus would I eat it. lEating a raot» 

Apem. Here; I will mend thj feast. 

[Offering him something. 

TVm. First mend my company^ take away thyself. 

Jpem, So I shall mend mine own, by the lack of 
thine. 

Tim, lis not well mended so, it is but botch*d; 
If not, I would it were. 

Apem, What would'st thou have to Athens ? 

Tim, Thee thither in a whirlwind. If thou wilt. 
Tell them there I have gold 5 look, so I have. 

Apan, Here is no use for gold. 

Tim, The best, and truest : 

For here it sleeps, and does no hired harm. 

Apem. Where ly'st o*nights, Timon? 

Tim, Under that's above me. 

Where feed'st thou o'days, Apemantus ? 

Apem, Where my stomach finds meat; or, rather^ 
where I eat it. 

Tim, 'Would poison were obedient, and knew my 
mind! 
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Jpem. Where woukfst thoa send it? 

Tim. To sauce thy dishes. 

Apem. The middle of humanity thou never knewest, 
but the extremity of both ends: When thoa wast in 
thy gilt, and thy perfume, they mock'd thee for too 
much curiosity; in thy rags thou knowest none, but 
art despised for the contrary. There's a noedlar for 
thee, eat it 

Tim, On what I hate, I feed not. 

Apem. Dost hate a medlar ? 

Tim. Ay, though it look like thee. 

Apem. An thou hadst hated medlers sooner, thoa 
8hould*8t have loved thyself better now. What man 
didst thou ever know undirift, that was beloved after 
liis means? 

Tim. Who, without those means thou talk*st o^ 
didst thou ever know beloved ? 

Apem. 'Mjteif. 

Tim. I understand thee> thou hadst some means to 
keep a dog. 

Apem. What things in the world canst thou nearest 
compare to thy flatterers? 

Tim. Women nearest; but men, men are the things 
themselves. What would'st thou do with the worlds 
Apemantus, if it lay in thy power? 

Apem. Give it the beasts, to be rid of the men. 

Tim. Would*st thou have thyself fall in the coo« 
fusion of men, and remain a beast with the beasts } 

Apem. Ay, Timon. 

Tim. A beastly ambition, which the gods grant 
thee to attain to! If thou wert the lion^ the fox 
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wonld beguile thee: if thou wext th^ Imb, ibf^ fox 
would eat thee : if thou wert the io^, the Von would 
suspect thee> when, peradventure, thou wert 9ccus*d 
bj the ass : if thou wert the as8« thy 4u%ess would 
torment thee 5 and still thou livedst bu^ as a breal^iast 
to the wolf: if thou wert the wolf» thy greedipess 
would afflict theej and oft thou shouldst hazard thy 
life for thy dinner : wert thou the ui^icom^'^^ pride and 
wrath would confound th^e, and iso^e thine own self 
the conquest of thy fury : wert thqu, a beai;, tboii 
would*st be kiird by the horsey wert thpu^hp^isQ, 
thou would'st be seiz*d by the leopard -, wert thou a 
leopard^ thou wert german to the lion^ and the spots 
of thy kindred were jurors op thy life : all thy sa^^ 
were remotion; and thy defence^ abse;9C(9, Whs^t 
beast could'st thou he, that were not subject to a 
beast? and what a beast art thou already^ that s^t 
not thy loss in transformation ? 

Apem, If thoi^ could'st please me with speal^ipg to 
me, thou might'st have hit upon it here : The com* 
monwealth of Athens is become a forest of beasts. 

Tim, How has the ass broke the wall> that thou art 
out of the city? 

Apem, Yonder comes a poet« and a paibter: The 
plague of company Jight upon thee ! . I will fear to 
catch it^ and give way : When I know not what else 
to do^ I'll see thee again. 

Tim. When there is nothing living but thee^ thou 
shalt be welcome. I had rather be a beggar's dog, 
than Apemantus. 
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Apem. Thou art the cap of all the fools alive* 

Tim. 'Would thou wert clean enough to spit upon, 

Apan. A plague on thee, thou art too bad to curse, 

Tim. All villains, that do stand by thee, are piire. 

Apem, There is no leprosj, but what thou speak'st 

Tim. If I name thee. — 
I*U beat thee, — but I should infect taj hands. 

Aptm, I would, mj tongue could rot them off! 

Tim, Away, thou issue of a mangy dog! 
Choler does kill me, that thou art alive; 
I swoon to see thee. 

Apem. 'Would thou would'st burst ! 

Tim. Away, 

Thou tedious rogue ! I am sorry, I shall lose 
A stone by thee. [Throfm a ttont at him* 

Apem. Beast! 

Tim. Slave! 

Apem. Toad! 

Ttm. Rogue, rogue, rogue ! 

[Apemantus retreats backward, as going. 
I am sick of this false world ^ and will love nought 
But even the mere necessities upon it. 
Then, Timon, presently prepare thy grave; 
Lie where the light foam of the sea may beat 
Thy grave-stone daily: make thine epitaph. 
That death in me at others' lives may laugh. 
O thou sweet king-killer^ and dear divorce 

ILooking on the goU. 
'Twixt natural son and sire ! thou bright defiler 
Of Hymen's purest bed! thou valiant Mars I 
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Thon ever y<mng> fresh, lov'd^ and delicate wooer. 

Whose blush doth thaw the consecrated snow 

That lies on Dian*s lap ! thou visible god^ 

That solder*st close impossibilities^ 

And mak'st them kiss ! that speak'st with every 

tongue^ 
To every purpose! O thou touch of hearts! 
Thinks thy slave man rebels 5 and by thy virtue 
Set them into confounding odds« 
That beasts may have the world in empire! 

jipem. 'Would 'twere so 5—* 

But not till I am dead! — I'U say, thou hast gold: 
Thou will be throng*d to shortly. 

Tim. Throng'dto? 

Apem. Ay. 

Tim. Thy back, I pr'ythee. 

Apem. Live, and love thy misery ! 

Tim. Long live so, and so die I—I am quit.— 

[£jnY Apemantui. 
More things like men ? — ^Eat, Tunon, and abhor them. 

Enter Thitfoes. 

1 TMtf, Where should he have this gold ? It is 
some poor fragment, some slender ort of his remain- 
der: The mere want of gold, and the MUng-£rom of 
his friends, drove him into this melancholy. 

2 Thief, It is nois*d he hath a mass of treasure. 

3 Thief. Let us make the assay upon him; if he 
care not for't, he will supply us easily; If he co- 
vetously reserve it, how ahairs^et it? 
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2 Thief. True; for he bears it not about him, *ik 
hid. 

1 Thief. Is not this he? 
Thieves. Where? 

2 Thief. Tis his descriptioa. 

3 Thief. He; I know bim. 
Thieves. Save thee, Timon* 
Tim. Now, thieves? 
Thieves. Soldiers, not thieves. 
Tim. Both too; and wonien*s sons. 

Thieves. We are not thieves, but men that mucfa 
do want. 

Tim. Your greatest want is, jou want much of 
meat. 
Why should you want? Behold, the earth hath roots; 
Within this mile break forth a hundred springs : 
The oaks bear mast, the briars scailet hips; 
The bounteous housewife, nature, on each bush 
Lays her full mess before you. Want ? why want ? 

1 Thief, We cannot live on grass, <m berries, water, 
iU beasts, and birds, and fishes. 

Tim, Nor on the beasts themselves, the birds, and 
fishes; 
You must eat men. Yet thanks I must yoa con. 
That you are thieves profess'd ; that you work not 
In holier shapes : for there is boundless thefb 
In limited professions. Rascal thieves. 
Here's gold : Go, suck the subtle blood of the gn^. 
Till the high fever seeth your blood to froth. 
And so 'scape hanging: trust not the physician^ 
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His antidotes are poison, and he slays 
More than you rob : take wealth and lives together; 
Do villainy, do, since you profess to do*t. 
Like workmen. TU example you with thievery : 
The sun*s a thief, and with his great attraction 
Robs the vast sea: the moon's an arrant thief. 
And her pale fire she snatches from the son: 
The sea's a thief, whose liquid surge resolves 
The moon into salt tears ^^: the earth's a thief^ 
That feeds and breeds by a composture stolen 
From general excrement : each thing's a thief; 
The laws, your curb and whip, in their rough power 
Have uncheck'd theft Love not yourselves; away; 
Rob one another. There's more gold : Cut throats; 
All that you meet are thieves : To Athens, go> 
Break open shops; nothing can you steal. 
But thieves do lose it : Steal not less^ for this 
I give you; and gold confound you howsoever! 
Amen* [Tinum retires to hu eave» 

3 Thief, He has almost charm'd me horn my pro* 
fession, by persuading me to it. 

1 Thief. *Tis in the malrce of mankind, that hs 
dius advises us; not to have us thrive in our mystery. 

2 Thief. 1*11 believe him as an enemy, and giver 
over my trade. 

1 TJdef, Let us first see peace in Athens: There if 
no time so miserable, but a man may be true. 

lExcmU TUevcK 
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Enter Flavius. 

Flao. Oyou gods! 
Is yon despised and ruinoos man my lord ? 
Full of decay and felling ? O monument 
And wonder of good deeds evilly bestow'd ! 
What an alteration of honour has 
Desperate want made ! 

What viler thing upon the earthy than friends. 
Who can bring noblest minds to basest ends ! 
How rarely does it meet with this time's guise. 
When man was wish'd to love his enemies : 
Grant, I may ever love, and rather woo 
Those that would mischief me, than those that do ! 
He has caught me in his eye : I will present 
My honest grief unto him j and, as my lord. 
Still serve him with my life. — My dearest master ! 

TiMON comes fonoard from his cave, 

Tim. Away ! what art thou ? 

Ilav, Have you forgot me, $ir? 

Tim, Why dost ask that? I have forgot all men; 
Then, if thou grant'st thou'rt man, I have forgot thee. 

Flao. An honest poor servant of yours. 

Tim. Then 

I know thee not: I ne*er had honest man 
About me, I; all that I kept were knaves. 
To serve in meat to villains. 

Flav. The gods are witness. 
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Ne*er did poor steward wear a truer grief 
For his undone lord^ than mine eyes for you. 

Tim, What, dost thou weep? — Come nearer;— 
then I love thee. 
Because thou art a woman, and disclaim*st 
Flinty mankind; whose eyes do never give. 
But thorough lust, and laughter. Pity's sleeping : 
Strange times, that weep with laughing, not with 
weeping ! 

Flav, I beg of you to know me, good my lord. 
To accept my grief, and, whilst this poor wealth lasts^ 
To entertain me as your steward still. 

Tim. Had I a steward so tnie, so just, and now 
So comfortable ? It almost turns 
My dangerous nature wild. Let me behold 
Thy face. — Surely, this man was born of woman.— 
Forgive my general and exceptless rashness. 
Perpetual-sober gods ! I do proclaim 
One honest man, — mistake me not, — but one; 
No more, I pray, — and he is a steward. — 
How fam would I have hated all mankind. 
And thou redeem'st thyself: But all, save thee, 
I fell with curses. 

Methinks, thou art more honest now, than wise; 
For, by oppressing and betraying me. 
Thou might'st have sooner got another service: 
For many so arrive at second masters. 
Upon their first lord's neck. But tell me true^ 
(For I must ever doubt^ though ne*er so sure,) 
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Is not thy kindness subtle^ covetous. 

If not a usuring kindness; and as rich men deal gifb. 

Expecting in return twenty for one ? 

Flao, No, my most worthy master, in whose breast 
Doubt and suspect, alas, are plac*d too late: 
You should have fear*d false times, when you did 

feast: 
Suspect still comes where an estate is least. 
That which I show, heaven knows, is merely love. 
Duty and zeal to your unmatched mind. 
Care of your food and living : and, believe it. 
My most honoured lord. 
For any benefit that points to me. 
Either in hope, or present, I*d exchange 
For this one wish. That you had power and wealth 
To requite me, by making rich yourself. 

Tim. Look thee, *tis so! — Thou singly honest 

man. 
Here, take : — the gods out of my misery 
Have sent thee treasure. Go, live rich, and happy : 
But thus cotidition*d) ^^Thou shalt build firom meo| 
Hate aU, curse all : show chari^ to none; 
But let the &mish*d flesh slide from the bone. 
Ere thou relieve the beggar : give to dogs 
What thou deny'st to men; let prisons swallow 

them. 
Debts wither them : Be men like blasted woodsj 
And may diseases lick up their fitlse Uoods! 
And so> farewell, and thriv^i 



ITMON OF ATHENS. pi 

Flao. O, let me stay. 

And comfort you^ my master. 

Tim. If thou hat St 

Curses, stay not; £iy, whilst thoa*rt bless*d and fiee: 
Ne'er see thoa man^ and let me ne*er see thee. 

lExeiaU scoeratty. 



92 TIMON OF ATHENS. 



ACT r. SCENE I. 

The Same. Before TmunCi Cave. 

^'^ Enter Poet and Painter; Timon Mind, unseen. 

Pain. As I took note of the place^ it cannot be £ar 
where he abides. 

Poet. What's to be thought of him? Does the ru- 
mour hold for trae^ that he is so full of gold } 

Pain, Certain: Alcibiades reports it; Phiynia and 
Tymandra had gold of him: he likewise enrich*d poor 
straggling soldiers with great quantity : 'Tis said^ he 
gave unto his steward a mighty sum. 

Poet, Then this breaking of his has been but a try 
for his friends. 

Pain. Nothing else: you shaU see him a palm in 
Athens again^ and flourish with the highest. There- 
fore^ 'tis not amiss^ we tender our loves to him^ in 
this supposed distress of his : it will show honestly in 
us; and is veiy likely to load our purposes with what 
they travel for^ if it be a just and true report that 
goes of his having. 

Poet. What have you now to present unto him ? 

Pain. Nothing at this time but my visitation: only 
I will promise him an excellent piece. 

Poet. I must serve him so too; tell him of an in- 
tent that's coming toward him. 

Pain. Good as the best. Promising b the very air 
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o* the time : it opens the eyes of expectation : per* 
formance is ever the duller for his act; and^ but in 
the plainer and simpler kind of people^ the deed of 
saying is quite out of use. To promise is most courtly 
and fashionable: performance is a kind of will^ or 
testament^ which aigues a great sickness in his judge- 
ment that makes it. 

Tim. Excellent workman ! Hiou canst not paint a 
man so bad as is thyself. 

Poet, 1 am thinkings what I shall say I have pro- 
vided for him : It must be a personating of himself: 
a satire against the sofitness of prosperity ; with a dis- 
covery of the infinite flatteries^ that follow youih and 
opulency. 

Tim. Must thou needs stand for a villain in thine 
own work ? Wilt thou whip thine own faults in other 
men ? Do so, I have gold for thee. 

Poet. Nay, let's seek him : 
Then do we sin against our own estate^ 
When we may profit meet^ and come too late. 

Pain. True J 
When the day serves^ before black-corner*d nighty 
Find what thou want'st by free and ofier*d light. 
Come. 

Tim. ril meet you at the turn. What a gods 
gold. 
That he is worshipp*d in a baser temple. 
Than where swine feed ! 

'Tis thou that rigg*st the bark, and plough'st the 
foam ; 

yoL. X. II 
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Settkst admkred reverence in a slave : 

To thee be worship I and thy saints for aye 

Be €r0wn*d with pkgaes^ that thee alone obey! 

'fit I do meet them. {^Advancing. 

Poet, Hail, worthy Timon ! 

Pam. Our late noble matter. 

7¥m. Have I once liv'd to see two honest men } 

Poet. Sir, 
Having often of your open bounty tasted. 
Hearing you were retir'd, your friends fall*n off. 
Whose thankless natures — O abhorred spirits ! 
Not dH the whips of heaven are large enough—* 
What! to you! 

Whose star-like nobleness gave life and influence 
To their whole being ! Fm rapt, and cannot cover 
The monstrous bulk of this ingratitude 
With any size of words. 

Tim. Let it go naked, men may see't the better: 
You, that are honest, by being what you are. 
Make them best seen, and known. 

Pain. He, and myself. 

Have travell'd in the great shower of your gifts. 
And sweedy felt it. 

Tim. Ay, you are honest men. 

Pain. We are hither come to oflfer yoa our service. 

Tim. Most honest men ! Why, how shall I requite 
you? 
Can you eat roots, and drink cold water? no. 

Botk. What we can do, we'll do, to do you ser* 
vice. 
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Tim. You are hooeat men; You have heard that I 
have gold 5 
I am sure^ you have: speak tnith: 70a are hooett 
men. 

Pain. So it is said^ my noble lord: but therefore 
Came not my friend^ nor I. 

Tim. Good honest men :^-Thou draw'st a cooatsr- 
felt 
Best in all Athens : thou art, indeed, the best^ 
Thou counterfeit*st most lively. 

Pain. So, so, my lord. 

Tim. Even so, sir, as I say: — ^And, for thy fiction, 

[To the Poet. 
Why, thy verse swells with stuff so fine and smooth^ 
That thou art even natund in thine art-« 
But, for all this, my hone8t-natur*d firienda, 
I must needs say, you have a little fault : 
Marry, 'tis not monstrous in you) neither wish I, 
You take much pains to mend. 

Both. Beseech your honoar> 

To make it known to us. 

Tim. You*ll take it iU. 

Both. Most thankfoUy, my lord. 

Ttm. Will you, indeed? 

Bath. Doubt it not, worthy lord. 

Tim. There*s ne'er a one of you but Imsta a 
knave. 
That mightily deceives you. 

Both. Do we, my lord? 

Ttm. Ay,tndyouhearhimcog,seehlmdis8emble« 
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Know his gross patch^, love liiin> feed him^ 
Keep in your bosom : yet remain assur'd^ 
That he*s a made-up villain. 

Pain. I know none such, my lord. 
Poet. Nor I. 

Tim, Look you, I love you well; 1*11 give you gold, 
Rid me these villains from your companies : 
Hang them, or stab them, drown them in a draught**. 
Confound them by some course, and come to me, 
I*U give you gold enough. 
Bath. Name them, my lord, let*s know them. 
Tim, You that way, and you this, but two in 
company: — 
Each man apart, all single and alone. 
Yet an arch-villain keeps him company. 
If, where thou art, two villains shall not be, 

[7b the Painttr. 
Come not near him. — If thou would'st not reside 

[To the Poet. 
But where one villain is, then him abandon. — 
Hence! pack! there's gold, ye came for gold, ye 

slaves: 
You have done work for me, there*tf pa3rment: 

Hence ! 
You are an alchymist, make gold of that: — 
Out, rascal dogs ! 

[Exit, heating and driving them out. 
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SCENE II. 

The Same. 

Enter Flavius, and two Senators^ 

Flat. It is in vain that you would speak with Timon$ 
For he is set so only to him^f^ 
That nothing, but himself^ which looks like maOj 
Is friendly with him. 

1 Sen. Bring us to his cave : 
It is our part, and promise to the Athenians^ 
To speak with Timon. 

2 Sen. At all times alike 

Men are not still the same : 'Twas time, and griefi. 
That fram'd him thus : time, with his fairer hand, 
Ofiering the fortunes of his former days. 
The former man may make him : Bring us to him. 
And chance it as it may. 

Flao. Here is his cave. — 

Peace and content be here ! Lord Timon ! Hmon ! 
Look out, and speak to friends : The Athenians, 
By two of their most reverend senate, greet thee: 
Speak to them, noble Timon. 

Enter Tiuo^. 

Tim, Thou sun, that comfort'st, bum!— Speak, 
and be hang'd : 
For each true word, a blister! and each £dse 
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Be as a cant'rizing to the root o* the tongue> 
Consuming it with speakii^^ ! 

1 Sen. Worthy Timon, — 
Tim, Of none but such ai yoa, and you of Timon. 

2 Sen, The senators of Athens greet thee> Timon* 
Tim, I (hank them; and would send them bade the 

plague. 
Could I but catch it for them. 

1 Sen. O, forget 

What we are sorry for ourselves in thee. 
The senators, with one consent of love. 
Entreat thee back to Athens ; who have thought 
On special dignities, which vacant lie 
For thy best use and wearing. 

a Sen. They confess. 

Toward thee, forgetfulness too general, gross: 
Which now the publick body,-^which doth wdiom 
FJay the recanter, — feeling in itself 
A lack of Timon's aid, hath sense withal 
Of its own ikll, restraining aid to Timon; 
And send forth us, to make their sorrowed render^ 
Together with a recompense more fruitful 
Than their offence can weigh down by die dram; 
Ay, even such heaps and sums of bye and wealth. 
As shall to thee blot out what wrongs were theirs. 
And write in thee the figures of their love. 
Ever to re^d them thine. 

Tim, You witch me iti it J 

gvirpri?e me to the very brink of t W8 : 
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Lend me a fool*s heart, and a woman's eyes. 
And I'll beweep these comfortSi worthy senators. 

1 Sen. Therefore, so {dease thee to return with na. 
And of our Athens (thine, and ours) to take 

The captainship, tfaou shalt be met with thanks, 
Allow*d with absohite power, and tfaj good name 
Live with authority :— «> soon we shall drive back 
Of Alcibiades the approaches wiM; 
Who, like a boar too savage, doth root up 
His country*8 peace. 

2 Sen. And shakes his threat'ning sword 
Against the walls of Athens. 

1 Sen, Therefore, Timon,— 

rial. Wdl, sir, I will; therefore I will, sir; 
Thus,— 
If Alcibiades kill my countrymen. 
Let Alcibiades know this of "nmon, 
Iliat-^Timon cares not. But if he sack lak Athens, 
And take our goodly aged men by the beards. 
Giving oar holy vtrgini to the stain 
Of contumdkMs, beastly, mad-braln'd war; 
Then, let hkn know,— and, leU him, Tmion apeaks it. 
In pity of our aged, and our youth, 
I cannot choose but lell him, that — t care not. 
And Jet him tak't at worst; for dieir knives care not. 
While you have throats to answer : for myself. 
There's not a whittle in the unruly camp. 
But I do prize it at my love, befcnre 
The reverefid'st throat in Athens. So I leave you 
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To the protection of the prosperous gods. 
As thieves to keepers. 

Flav. Stay not^ alVs in vain. 

Tim. Why, I was writing of my epitaph. 
It will be seen to-morrow; My long sickness 
Of health, and living, now begins to mend. 
And nothing brings me aU things. Go, live still; 
Be Alcibiades your plague, you his. 
And last so long enough 1 

1 Sen, We speak in vain. 

Tim. But yet I love my country; and am not 
One that rejoices in the common wreck. 
As common bruit doth put it. 

1 Sen, That*s well spoke. 

Tim. Commend me to my loving countrymen,— 

1 Sen, These words become your lips as they pass 

through them. 

2 Sen, And enter in our ears, like great tridmphers 
In their applauding gates. 

Tim, Commend me to them; 

And tell them, that, to ease them of their griefs. 
Their fears of hostile strokes, their aches, losses. 
Their pangs of love, with other incident throes 
That nature's fragile vessel doth sustain 
In life*s uncertain voyage, I will some kindness do 

them: 
I'll teach them to prevent wild Alcibiades' wrath. 

2 Sen, I like this well, he will return again. 

Tim. I have a tree, which grows here in my close. 
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That mine own use invites me to cut down. 
And shortly -must I fell it; Tell my friends. 
Tell Athens, in the sequence of degree. 
From high to low throughout, that whoso please 
To stop affliction, let him take his haste. 
Come hither, ere my tree hath felt the axe. 
And hang himself: — ^I pray you, do my greeting. 

Flav. Trouble him no further, thus you still shall 
find him. 

Tim. Come not to me again : but say to Athens, 
Tlmon hath made his everlasting mansion 
Upon the beached verge of the salt flood; 
Which once a day with his embossed froth 
The turbulent surge shall cover 5 thither come. 
And let my grave-stone be your oracle. — 
Lips, let sour words go by, and language end: 
What is<amis8, plague and infection mend! 
Graves only be men's works; and death, their gain! 
Sun, hide thy beams ! Timon hath done his reign. 

[Exit Timon. 

1 Sen, His discontents are unremoveably 
Coupled to nature. 

2 Sen, Our hope in him is dead: let us return. 
And strain what other means is left unto us 

In our dear peril *^. 

2 Sen, It requires swift foot. [Exeimt. 



101 TIMON OF ATHENS. 



SCENE III. 

The WMs of Athens. 
Enter two Senators, and a Messenger. 

1 Sen. Thaa hut painfiiUj discover'd; are his files 
As full as thj report? 

Mess, I have spoke the least : 

Besides^ his expedition promiaes 
Present approach. 

2 Sen. We stand much hazard, if they bring not 

Timon. 
Mess. I met a courier^ one mine ancient friend ;^- 
Whom> though in general part we were oppos'd. 
Yet our old love made a pardcolar fbroe^ 
And made us speak like friends:— thi3 man was riding 
From Alcibiades to Timon*s care^ 
With letters of entreaty, which imported 
His fellowship i* the cause against your city. 
In part for his sake mov*d. 

Enter Senators from Timon. 

1 Sen. Here come our brotfaeit. 

3 Sen. No talk of Timon, nothing of him expect-^ 
The enemies' drum is heard, and fearfiil scouring 
Doth choke the air with dust : In, and prepare ; 
Ours is the £idl, I fear, our foes the snare. {Exewit. 
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SCENE IF. 

The Woods, TimoiCs Cave, and a tomlnstone teen. 

Enter a Soldier, seeking Tinum, 

Soi. By all description this should be the place. 
Who's here ? speaks ho ! —No answer ? — ^What is this ? 
Timon is dead« who hath oat-stretch*d his span : 
Some beast rear*d this; there does not live a man. 
Dead^ sure; and this his grave.^- 
What's on this tomb I cannot read; the character 
m take with wax: 

Our captain hath in every figure skill ; 
An ag*d interpreter^ though young in days : 
Before proud Athens he*s set down by this. 
Whose fidl the mark of his ambition is. {^Exit. 

SCENE y. 

Before the Wails of Athens. 

Trumpets sound. Enter Alcibiades, and Forces. 

Aldb, Sound to this coward and lascivious town 
Our terrible approach. [A parley sounded* 

Enter Senators on the Walls. 

Till now you have gone on^ and fill*d the time 
With all licentious measure, making your wills 
The scope of justice^ till nowj myself^ and such 
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As slept within the shadow of your power. 
Have wander*d with our traversed arms, and breath*d 
Our sufferance vainly : Now the time is flush, 
*°Wben crouching marrow, in the bearer strong. 
Cries, of itself. No more: now breathless wrong 
Shall sit and pant in your great chairs of ease; 
And pursy insolence shall break his wind. 
With fear, and horrid flight. 

1 Sen, Noble, and young, 
When thy first griefs were but a mere conceit. 
Ere thou hadst power, or we had cause of fear. 
We sent to theej to give thy rages balm. 

To wipe out our ingratitude with loves 
Above their quantity. 

2 Sen, So did we woo 
Transformed Timon to our city's love. 

By humble message, and by promised means; 
We were not all unkind, nor all deserve 
The common stroke of war. 

1 Sen, These walls of ours 
Were not erected by their hands, from whom 
You have received your griefs: nor are they such. 
That these great towers, trophies, and schools should 

fall 
For private faults in them. 

2 Sen. Nor are they living. 
Who were the motives that you first went out; 
Shame, that they wanted cunning, in excess 
Hath broke their hearts. March, noble lord. 
Into our city with thy banners spread: 
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By decimation^ and a tithed death, 

(If thy revenges hunger for that food. 

Which nature loaths,) take thou the destined tenth; 

And by the hazard of the spotted die. 

Let die the spotted. 

1 Sen. All have not offended; 
For those that were, it is not square, to take. 
On those that are, revenges : crimes, like lands. 
Are not inherited. Then, dear countryman. 
Bring in thy ranks, but leave without thy rage : 
Spare thy Athenian cradle, and those kin. 
Which, in the bluster of thy wrath, must fall 
With those that have offended : like a shepherd. 
Approach the fold, and cull the infected forth. 
But kill not all together. 

2 Sen. What thou wilt. 
Thou rather shalt enforce it with thy smile^ 
Than hew to't with thy sword. 

1 Sen. Set but thy foot 
Against our rampir*d gates, and they shall ope; 
So thou wilt send thy gentle heart before. 

To say, thou*lt enter friendly. 

2 Sen. Throw thy glove. 
Or any token of thine honour else. 

That thou wilt use the wars as thy redress. 
And not as our confusion, all thy powers 
Shall make their harbour in our town, till we 
Have 8eal*d thy full desire. 

Alcib. Then there's my glove ; 
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Descend^ and open your uncharged ports: 
Those enemies of Timon*s, and mine own^ 
Whom you yourselyes shall set out for reproof. 
Fall, and no more : and, — ^to atone your fears 
With my more noble meaning, — not a man 
Shall pass his quarter, or ofiend the stream 
Of regular justice in your city's bounds. 
But shall be remedied, to your publick Jaws 
At heaviest answer. 

Both, "Us most nobly spoken. 

Aicib. Descend, and keep your words. 

The Senators descend, and open the gates. 

Enter a Soldier* 

Sol, My noble general, Timon is dead; 
£ntomb*d upon the very hem o*the sea : 
And, on his grave-stone, this insculpture; which 
With wax I brought away, whose soft impression 
Interprets for my poor ignorance. 

Alcib, [Reads.] Here lies a wretched corse, of 
wretched soul bereft: 
Seek not my name: A plague consume you wicked 

»» caitiffs left ! 
Here lie I Timon; who, alive , all living men did hate: 
Pass by, and curse thy Jill; but pass, atid stay not here 
thy gait. 

These well express in thee thy latter spirits: 



TIMON OF ATHENS. IQT 

ThofQgh thoa abhorr'dst in us our human griefs, 
Scom'dst our brain's flow, and those our droplets 

which 
Prom niggard nature £01, yet rich conceit 
Taught thee to make vast Neptune weep for aye 
On thy low grave, on faults forgiven. Dead 
Is noble Tlmon; of whose memory 
Hereafter more.— Bring me into your city. 
And I will use the olive with my sword: 
Make war breed peace; make peace stint war; make 

each 
Prescribe to other, as each other's leech.—- 
Let our drudb strike* lExemU. 
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Breathed as it nw-f— ] Breatk'd is inured 
fy coMtant practice; 86 trained as not to be wearied. 
To breathe a horse^ is to exercise him for the course^ 

JOHNSOK. 

• When we for recompence, &c.] We most here 
suppose the poet busy in reading his own work; and 
that these three lines are the introduction of the poem 
addressed to Tlmon, which he afterwards gives the 
painter an accooni of. warburtok. 

^ In a vide sea of UMur;] In ancient times men 
wrote upon tablets of wax with a graver or stile. This 
custom does not seem to have ceased in England till 
as late as the teign of Richard II. 

^ m unbolt to f/QUi] 1 11 explain; 1*11 wdock my 
mind. 
, * p roperties—] Appropriates^ makes his own. 

co en he drops dawn, &c.] Either Shakspeare 

meant to pot a ftlshood into the mouth of his poet, oir 

▼ 01.. x« I 
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had not yet thorougfalj planned the character of Ape- 
mantus; for in lbs eopuioj^ac^aes/ his behavioor is as 
cynical to Tlmon as to the rest. st key ens. 

' conceived to sco^.] Imagined properly. 
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'-'^lir condition.] Our art; The subject would 
be well exfnmed m apictwue^ 

^ A thotuand moral pamiings I can iltew,] Shak- 
speare seems to intend in this dialogue to express 
some competition between the two great arts of imi- 
tation. Whatever the poet declares himself to have 
shewn, the painter thinks he could have shewn better. 

^ "TkmteMwgk, fto.} Thb thovglit is bettor ei- 
presfed bf Dr. Maddao m his elegy on ancbbiifaop 
Boulter. 

H tkmgkt U mean 

(>tfy to kelp the poor t9 iKg agfutu lOBtiw^in. 

M& Steevefi»l^iiits> thalMaMe»pft<^6a»giSMMB»l9 
Ibbnson for eorreetis{^ this Slegy* 

^ Ther^bre he will be, Tmom^J Tbe tboi^lM 'n 
dbsdy eap r c a acd , ami obMUKr b«l this seton^ the 
meanings If the man bekemet, tay hf^,f» tktp remm 
kewHi be eont ikie; mrdnoi etulememr «# ikemfuUmt^f 
gaining my daughter vrithid^my coneenii 

'* It would undew me — ] To vnclew, is to vnwM^ 
bril of diiMh lb tmcfeqr aman. If f^ ^a wf tmi the 
whole mass of his fortunes^ jokksok. 

**^Enter AFZMAvrv^.] f\m thin flbaftntero#< agpm 
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^ly drawn by Ludan, iii his Attcdoft of the Phikn 
sopbers; and how weU Shakspeare has copied it; 

WARBURTOK. 

w -*— angry wit to be a lord.'] The meamng may 
be, I should hatd ttxfst^ for patientfy enduring to he a 
lord. This is ill enough expressed. P^hapa aomg 
happy diange may set it right. I have tridd, and catt 
do nothing. joh^soh. 

I confess tny inability other to explain cf ametd 
this passage, which must be left for some more Sdo«* 
(S^ssftxl commentator* 

If I hazard one conjectorei it is with the smallest 
degree of confidence. By dn angrf wU Apdmailtiia 
may mean the poet, who has been provoking him^ 
The sense will then be ^lisi / ikaiUd haU fnyie^^ 
became I could JSnd no captioui vit (like knh) to tahd 
tke title m mt/ itead* sTr-UvKKS^ 

u . „ . ifjg ^ qui^tatice,^ AS customaAry ratittna 
made hi discharge of obligations. 

^ e o many dip their meat 

In one man's blood ;^'] The tSlntioA kMn pack 
at hounds trained to pursuit by being gratified with 
the blood of the animal whieh they kill, add the won^ 
der is that the animal on which they are fteding ckeer$ 
f^lmr to the chase. jOhnsoit. 

• w ^t^^^f^d-'pipe's dangerous notes:'} ThH notes cf 
die wind-pipe seem ta be only the indfeatfona which 
shew where the wind-pipe is. johnsoj^. 

' Shakspeareb Tety fbndof making ttse of musical 
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terms, when he is speaking of the human bodj, and 
wind'pipe and notes savour veiy strongly of a quibble. 

8TEEVEN8. 

^ Why hate you that charitable title, kc ] The 
meaning is probably this. Why are you distinguish- 
ed from thousands by that title of endearment, was 
there not a particular connection and intercourse of 
tenderness between you and me. j o h n s o n . 

^9 joy, e^en made away, &c.] For this Hanmer 
wiites, joy, e'en made a ]oy, ere't can be horn; and 
is followed by Dr« Warburton. I am always inclin- 
able to think well of that which is approved by so 
much learning and sagacity, yet cannot receive this 
alteration. Tears being the effect both of joy and 
grief, suf^ied our author with an opportunity of 
conceit^ which he seldom fails to indulge. Timon, 
weeping with a kind of tender pleasure, cries out, 
O joy, e*en made away, destroyed, turned to tears, 
before it can be bom, before it can be fully possessed. 

JOHKSON. 

^ Like madness is the glory of this life — ] The glory 
(^this life is very near to madness, as may be made 
appear from this pomp, exhibited in a place where a 
pAiilosopher is feeding on oil and roots. When we 
see by example how few aie the necessaries of life, 
we learn what madness there is in so much superfluity. 

*^ Advance this jewel;'} Raise it to honour by wear- 
ing it. 

^ Serviag ^ becks — ] A beck is a salutation wixh 
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(he head. To serve a beck means, therefore, to pay 
proper attention to svch becks when they are given^ 

^ Whichjiashes^] Which for who. 

•* Enter ApemantUs and a Fool."] I suspect some 
scene to be lost^ in which the entrance of the fool, 
and the page that follows him, was prepared by some 
introductory dialogue, in which the audience was in- 
formed that they were the foci and page of Pluynia, 
Timandra, or some other courtesan, upon the know* 
ledge of which depends the greater part of the ensuing 
jocularity. johnson. 

** She*s if en setting on water to scald, &c.] The old 
name for the disease got at Qorinth was the brenmng, 
and a sense oi scalding is one of its first symptoms. 

* more than his artificial one.] Meaning the 

celebrated philosopher's stone, which was in those 
times much talked of. Sir Thomas Smith was one 
of those who lost considerable sums in seelcing of it 

JOHNSON. 

Sir Richard Steele was one of the last eminent men 
who entertained hopes of being successful in this 
pursuit. His laboratory was at Poplar, a village near 
London, and is now converted into a garden house. 

9T£EV£N«. 

^ — fo ^ wasteful cock,] i. e. a cockloft, a 
garret. And a wasteful cock, signifies a garret lying in 
waste, neglected, put to no use. u a n m e r. 

' Hanmer*s explanation is received by "Dt, Warbur- 
ton, yet I think them both apparently mistaken. A 
Mf&stefiU cock, is a cock or pipe with a turning «tej^ 
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running to msti. In this sense> both the tenm haY9 
their usual meaning} but I know not that cock is ever 
used for cockloft, or tpastefal for lying in waste, or that 
Ijing in waste is at all a phrase. johksok. 

•* M h ad he mistook him,-^] i. e. mistook Mmse^, 
Had he fqntfqwudpd me toith him, and sent to me for the 
numey> 

^ He does deny him, m respect of Ms, &c.] That i^ 
fji respect of his fortune, what Lucius denies to Timon 
is in proportion to what Lucius possesses, less thaa 
the usual alms given by good men to h^gars. 

«> II t h e crossed himself bjft: a^ I cannot think, 
but in the end the villainies of man mil set him dear.] 
Set him clear dops not mean acquit him before h^ven| 
for then th$ devil must be supposed tq know what he 
did : but it signifies puzzle him> out^o him at his ow9 
weapons. warburton. 

How tke devil, or any other being, should be set 
clear by being puzzled and outdone, the commentator 
has Dotejiplaiaed. When in a crowd we woukl have 
90 op^nifog m4de« we say. Stand clear, that is, out of 
the tM(y ff danger^ With some affinity to this use, 
though pot without groat harshness, to set clear, may 
be to set aside. But I believe the original corruption 
|0 the insertion of the negative, which was obtruded 
1»y 9Qiiif transcriber, who supposed crossed to ineaQ 
thwarted, when it meant, exempted from evil. The use 
^icr^nfngn Vy way of protection or purification, was 
froboUy not woru out in Shakspeare'a tiqie* The 
pf set €kv il oow ^af^if he h^s np lon|^ thf 
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gttUt 6f temptiog man. Tb croM fahnself may meui^ 
in a very flMmiiiar sense, to clear hk tc^re, togetmtt cf 
debt, to quit his reckoning. He knew not what he did, 
may mean, he knew not how much good he was doing 
hiooaelf* Thet^ k then no need of emetidati«)ti. 

JOUNSOK, 

*> Enter Servilius.] It may be observed that 
Shakftp^are ha& unskilfully filled his Gre^k ttory widi 
Roman nam6s. johnsoit. 

'^ Uffcn that were my thoughts tiring,] A hawk, I 
think, is said to tire, when ^ amuaes herrelf with 
peckiilg a pheasant's wing, ot any thing that puts her 
in mind of ptey. To ft>^ upon a thitag is, thereford^ 
to be fdiy emptied upon it, JOBirBoir. 

^ «-«-'— minute-jacks j] AmmOe^Jack is ^idiat wHa 
called fbrmefly a Jack of the ctotk'^h&iue; an image 
whoae office wad the iam^ bh ohe uf Ihdse at St. Dun- 
Stan's diurch in Fleet-street. 

^ Strmige untuuai bhod,] Of thi^ passage, I sup*^ 
poie, every reader would wish fbt a correction i but 
the word, harsh 9s it is, standi fortified by the rhyrae> 
to which, perhaps, it owes its inti^oductioii* I know 
not what to propose. Perhaps, 

'Strange wnnsutd mood. 



miitk 



may, by adme, be thought better, and by odien 
worse. lOHNsoit. 

I should suppose, that the poet meant to aposttt>* 
phiee Timon's ungrateful atid unnatural friends^ by 
calling them 

■ ' strange unusual brood ! 



il(j ANNOTATIONS, 

who could treat excess of liberality as they would have 
treated excess of guilt. stebvehs. 

^* 1 — r^Not nature. 

To whom aU sora lay siege, — ] The meaning I 
take tp be this : Brother, when his fortune is enlarged, 
uiU scorn brother; for this is the general depravity of 
human nature^ which, besieged as it is by misery, ad- 
pionbhed as it is of want and imperfection, when ele-* 
vated byfort^ne, will despise beings of nature like its 

own. JOHNSON* 

^ It is the pasture lards the brothers sides,"] Altera-* 
tions are never to be made without necessiQr. Let us 
1^ what sense the genuine reading wiU afford. Po- 
verty> says the poet, bears contempt hereditary, and 
weaUh native honour. To illustrate this position, 
^ving already mentioned the case of a poor and rich 
brpther, he ^marks, that this preference is given to 
wealth by those whom it least becomes; it is the 
pastour that greases or flatters the rich brother, and 
will grease him o^ till want makes him leave. The 
poet then goes on to ask. Who dares to say this man, 
t))i3 pastouTi M a batterer; the crime is universal; 
through all the world the learned pate, with allusion 
to the pastour, dMcks to the golden fool. If it be ob- 
jected, as it may justly bej that the mention of pastour 
is unsuitable, we must remember the mention ofgraccr 
and cherubims in this play, and many such anachron-i 
\9Xns in many others. I would therefore read thus : 
It is the pastour lards the brother* s sides,, 
^n8 wqnt that makes him leave. 
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The obscurity is still great, Periiaps a line is lost. I 
have at least given the original reading. 

JOHNSON. 

^ — *wappen*d tMow — ] Waped or wappen*d sig- 
nifies both sorrowful and terrified, either for the loss 
of a good husband, or by the treatment of a bad. But 
gold, he says, can overcome both her afilectibn and her 
fears, warburtow. 

^^ / xoiU not kiss ^Aee ;— ] This alludes to an opinion 
in former times, generally prevalent, that the venereal 
infection transmitted to another, left the infecter firee; 
I will not, says Timon, take the rot fimm thy lips by 
kissing thee. johnson. 

^ tub-fast and the diet.] Tlie author is allud- 
ing to the lues venerea, and its efiects. At that time 
the cure of it was performed either by guaiacum, or 
mercurial unctions: and in both cases the patient was 
kept up very warm and close 5 that in the first applica- 
tion the sweat might be promoted; and lest, in the 
other, he should take cold, which was fatal. The re- 
gimen far the course of guaiacum (says Dr. Friend in 
his History of Fhysick, vol. II. p. 380.) was at first 
strangely circumstantial; and so rigorous, that the pa^ 
tieni xvas put into a dungeon in order to make him stoeat; 
and in that manner, as faliopius expresses it, the bones, 
and the very man himself was macerated. Wiseman says^ 
in England they used a tub for this purpose, as abroad, 
a cave, or oven, or dungeon. And as for the unction^ 
it was sometimes continued for thirty-seven days (aa 
Ins obs^rves^ p. 875.) and during this time there wa» 
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toecestKrily an eKtreordiiiary tAitinaux re^ireiL He&eb 
the term of the tttb-fui. WAaBURfoir. 

40 ■' — Yet may your pains^ six months. 

Be quUe contrary: > ] This is obscnre, 
fitrtlj from the ambiguity of the woid pams^ and 
partly from the generality of the expression. The 
meaning is this, he had said before, fbUow constantly 
yonr trade of debanchery: that is (says he) for sit 
months in the year. Let the other six be employed 
hi quite contrary pains and laboor, namely, in the 
•erere ^scipltne necessaty for the repair of those dis* 
oidors diat yonr debaocheries oocask)B, in order to fit 
yoQ anew to the trade ; and thus let the wh<^ year 
be spent in these different occupations. On this 
account he goes on, and says. Make false hair, frc 
But for, pains six months, the Oxford e^tor reads 
pains exterior. What he means I know not. 

warbuhton. 
The explanation is ingenious, but I think it Teiy 
remote, and would willingly bring the author and his 
readen to meet on easier terms. We may readj 

•^'-''^Yet may your pains six months 

Be quite contraried.—- 
Tiraon is wishing ill to mankind, but is afinaid lest the 
whores should imagine that he wishes well to them^ 
to obviate which he lets them know, that he imprecates 
upon them inffuence enough to plague others, and 
disappointments enough to plague tfaemselTcs. Ha 
wiibea that they may do all poasibla misohk^ and yet 
lake psamx mm months of tbe yaor m Vdin« 
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In this feme there is a ccmnection of this line with 
the neit. Finding your pains cantraried, try new ex- 
pedients, thatch your thin roofs, and paint. 

To contrary is an dd verb. Latymer relates, that 
when he went to court, he was advised not to contrary 
the king. johnson. 

** '''■■'^Andthaich your poor thin roofs-^] About the 
year 1595, when the ^shipn was first introduced in 
England of wearing more hair than was ever the pro- 
dooe of a single head, it was dangerous for any child to 
go about, as nothing was mpre common than for wo- 
men to entice such as had fine hair into private places^ 
and there to cut it off, I have this information from 
Stubbs*s Anatomy of Abuses, which I have ofien 
quoted on the article of dress. stbevews* 

« ■ ■ ■ ^y tless venom*d worm,] The serpent^ whi(^ 
we, from the smallness of his eyes> call the blind ivorm, 
and the Latins^ atcilia, 

^^ ■ ■ -but bred a dog.] In allusion to the term 
Cynic. 

^ wert thou the unicorn,] The account givea 

of the unicom is this: that he and the lion being 
enemies by nature^ as soon as. the lion sees the unicom 
he betakes himself to a tree; the unicom in his fui}r» 
and with all the swiftness of |us couxse, runiung at 
him> sticks his horn fist in the tree^ and then the lion 
falls upon him and kills himr Gesn^ Mist. AmmaL . 

** The 8ea*s a tUtf, whoie liquid surge ruokts 
The moon uUo salt /eor^.^-— «3 T^ *^ moltiiif 
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the moon into tears^ \s, I beltere, a secret in philosophy, 
which no body but Shakspeare*s deep editors ever 
dreamed of. There is another opinion, which, 'tis 
more reasonable to believe that our author may allude 
to, viz. that the saltness of the sea is caused by several 
ranges, or mounds of rock-salt under water, with which 
resolving liquid the sea was impregnated. This I 
think a sufficient authority for changing moon into 
mounds, warburtok. 

I am not willing to receive mounds, which would 
tiot be understood but by him that suggested it The 
moon is supposed to be humid, and perhaps a source 
of humidity, but cannot be resolved by the surges of 
the sea. Yet I think moon is the true reading. Here 
is a circulation of thievery described : The sun, moon, 
land sea all rob, and are robbed, jounson. 

*• Thou shall build from men ;] i. e. removed 

from the abode of men. 

*' Enter Poel and Painter.] The poet and the 
painter were within view when Apemantus parted 
from Timon, and might then have seen Tlmon, since 
Apemantus standing by him could not see them : But 
the scenes of the thieves and steward have passed 
before their arrival, and yet passed, as the drama is 
now 'conducted, within their view. It might be su- 
ispected that some scenes are transposed, for all these 
difficulties would be removed by introdVicing the poet 
and painter first, and the thieves in this place. Yet I 
am afraid the scenes must keep their present orderj 
far the painter allude to the thieves when he says« 
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he Ukexdse enriched poor straggling soldiers with great 
quantity. This impropriety is now heightened by 
placing the thieves in one act, and the poet and paint- 
er in another: but it must be remembered, that in 
the original edition this play is not divided into sepa- 
rate acts, so that the present distribution is arbitrary, 
and may be changed if any convenience can be gained, 
or impropriety obviated by alteration, j o h n s o y . 

** drawn them in a draughty] The draught is 

theprrcy, 

*• In our dear peril, — ] So the folios, and rightly. 
The Oxford editor alters dear to dread, not knowing 
that dear, in the language of that time, signifed dread, 
and is so used by Shakspeare in numberless places. 

WARDURTON. 

*** When crouching marrow, wi the bearer strong. 
Cries of itself, no more: — "] The marrow was 
supposed to be the original of strength. The Image is 
from a camel kneeling to take up his load, who rises 
immediately when he finds he has as much laid on as 
he can bear. warburtok. 

*» caitiffs — ] This epitaph is found in sir 

Tho. North's translation of Plutarch, with the differ- 
ence of one word only, viz. vre^cAf^ instead of caitiffs. 
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REMARKS 

ON 

THE PLOT, THE FABLE, AMD CONSTRUCnOM 

OP 

TITUS ANDRONICUS. 



There is an authority for ascribing this play to 
Shakspeare, which I think a decisive one, though not 
made use of, as I remember, by any of his commenta* 
tors. It is given to bun, among other plays, which 
are undoubtedly his, in a little book, called FaUadU 
Tamia, or the second Part of Wifs Commomoealth, 
written by Francis Meeres, Maister of arts, and print- 
ed at London in 1598. The other tragedies, enu- 
merated as hb in that book, are King, John, Richard 
the second, Henry the fourth, Richard the third, and 
Romeo and Juliet, The comedies are, the Midsummer 
Nighfs Dream, the Gentlemen of Verona, the Errors^ 
the Love's Labour lost, the I/yoe's Labour toon, and the 
Merchant of Venice. I have given this list» as it serves 
so far to ascertain the date of these pla3rs$ and also, 
as it contains a notice of a comedy of Shakspeare, the 
Love's Labour vxm, not included in any collection of 
his works; nor, as fir as I know, attributed to him by 
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ttny other auttiority. If there should be a play in 
being, with that title, though without Shakspeare's 
name, I should be glad to see it; and I think the 
editor would be sure of the public thanks, even if it 
should prove no better than the Lovers Labour lost, 

TYRWHITT. 

This is one of those plays which I have always 
thought, with the better judges, ought not to be ac- 
knowledged in the list of Shakspeare*s genuine piecei. 
And, perhaps, I may give a proof to strengthen this 
opinion^ that may put the matter out of question. 
Ben Jonson, in the introduction to his Bartholomew' 
'Fair, which made its first appearance in the year 
1614, couples Jeronymo and Androtdcus together in 
reputation, and speaks of them as plays then of 
twenty-five or thirty years standing. Consequendy 
Andromcvs must have been on the stage before Shak* 
speare lefl Warwickshire, to come and reside in Lon- 
don: and I never heard it so much as intimated, that 
he had turned his genius to stage-writing before he 
associated with the players, and became one of their 
body. However, that he afterwards introduced it 
Vnew on the stage, with the addition of his own ma- 
fiterly touches, is incoutestible, and thence, I presume, 
grew his title to it. The diction in general, where 
fie has not tak^n the pains to raise it, is even beneath 
that of the Three Parts of Hairy VI, The story we 
are to suppose merely fictitious. Andronicus is a sur^ 
name of pore Greek derivation. Tamora is neither 
'mentioned by Ammianus Marcellinus^ nor any body 
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else that I can find. Nor had Rome^ in the time of 
her emperors^ any -wars with the Goths that I know 
of> not till after the translation of the empire, I mean 
to Byzantium, and yet the scene of our play is laid at 
Rome, and Satuminus is elected to the empire at the 

Capitol. THBOB'ilLD. 

All the editors and critics agree with Mr. Theobald, 
in supposing this play spurious. I see no reason for 
differing from them 3 for the colour of the stile is 
wholly diiSerent from that of the other plays, and 
there is an attempt at regular versification, and artifi- 
cial closes, not always inelegant, yet seldom pleasing. 
The barbarity of the spectacles, and the general mas- 
sacre which are here exhibited, can scarcely be con- 
ceived tolerable to any audience; yet we are told by 
Jonspn, that they were not only borne, but praised. 
That Shakspeare wrote aHy part, though Theobald 
declares it tnconttstible, I see no reason for believing. 

The testimony produced by Mr. Tyrwhitt for as- 
cribing this play to Shakspeare is by no ineans equal 
to the argument against its authenticity, arising from 
the total difierence of conduct, language, and senti- 
ments, by which it stands apart from all the rest. 
Meeiea had probably no other evidence than that of a 
title-page, which, though in our time it be sufficient 
was then of no great authority; for all the pl^ which 
were rejected by the first Qollectors of Shakspeare*s 
works, and admitted in later editions, and again re- 
jected by the critical editors, had Shakspeare*8 name 
oil the title, as we must suppose, by the firaudulence 
of the printers, who, while there were yet no gazettes. 
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nor advertisements^ nor any means of circulating lite* 
rary intelligence, could usurp at pleasure any cele- 
brated name. Nor had Shak^>eare any interest in 
detecting the imposture^ as none of his £ime or profit 
was produced by the press. 

The chronology of this play does not prove it not to 
be Shakspeare*s. If it had been written twen^-five 
years> in l6l4^ it might have been written when Shak- 
9peaie was twenty-five years old. When he left 
Warwickshire I know not> but at the age of twenty- 
five it was rather too late to fiy for deer-stealing. 

Raveoscroft^ who in the reign of Charles II. revised 
this play, and restored it to the stage, tells us, in his 
preface, fi'om a theatrical tradition, I suppose, which 
in his time might be of sufficient authority, that this 
play was touched in different parts by Shakspeare, 
but written by some other poet. I do not find Shak- 
speare*8 touches very discernible. j o h n s o n . 

It may not be amiss to remark, that this tragedy, 
which (setting aside the fisebleness of composition) 
would be regarded as too bloody on the modem stage, 
appears to have been highly relished in l6s6, when 
lt was revived with alterations by Ravenscroft. In- 
stead of diminishing any of its horrors, he seised 
every opportunity of making large additions of them, 
insomuch that when Tamora stabs her child, tW 
Moor utters the following lines: 

She has ovt^done me ev*n in mine owh art, 
Out'done me in murd er ■ k UTd her own child i 
£rivc it mt^'-^rU eai U^ aT£BVBVS« 



Persons Represented. 



Satuevivus^ Son to the late Emperor of Rome, and 

qfierxiards declared Emperor himself, 
Ba88Ianus> Brother to Satttminus; in love with 

havinia, 

Titus Andronicus^ a noble Roman, General 

against the Goths. 
Marcus Andronicus, Tribune of the People; and 

Brother to Titus. 
Lucius^ -v 

QUINTUS, f « ^ 

Maktius, y SoM, fo Tttu* Jndramcu*. 

MUTIUS, ) 

Young Lucius^ a Boy, Son to Lucius. 

PuBLius, Son to Marcus the Tribune, 

Mui-Liv^, a noble Roman. 

Alarbus, ^ 

Chiron^ > Sons to Tamora, 

Demetrius, 3 

Aaron, a Moor, behoed by Tamora. 

A Captain, Tribune, Messenger, and Clown; Hamans. 

Goths, and Romans. 

Tamora, Queen of the Goths. 
Lavinia, Daughter to Titus Andromcus. 
A Nurse, and a Mack Child. 

Kinsmen of Titus, Senators, Tribunes, Officers, Soldiers, 

and Attendants. 

SCENE, Rome; and the Country near it. 
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ACT I. SCENE r. ^ 

Rtnne* Before the CapUoL 

The tomb cf the Andronid appearing; the Trilnmet 
and Senators aloft, as in the Senate. Enter, helom^ 
Satueninvs and his followers, on one side; and 
Bassiavus and his followers, on the other; xvitk 
drum and colours. 

Sat. Noble patricians^ patrons of my ri^t. 
Defend the jostice of my cause with arms| 
And> countiymen^ my loving fdlowers. 
Plead my saocessive dtle with yoar swords i 
I am his first-horn son, that was the last 
That ware the imperial diadem of Rome ; ' 
Then let my firther^s honours live in me. 
Nor wrong mine age with this indignity. 

Bas» Romans, — ^friends, fdlowers, fiivourers of my 
right;,— 
If ever Bassiasus, Caesar's son. 
Were gracious in the eyes of royal Rorne^ 
Keep dien thb paisage to the Capitd; 
And aoHer nol dishonour to approach 
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The imperial seat^ to virtue coDsecrate, 

To justice, contiQenoe, and nobility: 

But let desert in pure election shine; 

And, Romans, fight for freedcMn in your choice. 

Enter Marcus Androvicus aloft, with the cram. 

Mar, Princes, — ^that strive by Actions, and hf 
friends. 
Ambitiously for rule and empery, — 
Know, that the people of Rome, for whom we stand 
A special party, have, by common voice. 
In election for the Roman empery. 
Chosen Andionicns, sumamed Pius 
For many good and great deserts to Rome; 
A nobler man, a braver warrior. 
Lives not this day within the city walls: 
He by. the senate is accit^ home. 
From weary wars against the barbarous Goths; 
That, with his sons, a terror to our foes. 
Hath yok*4 a nation strong, train*d up in arms* 
Ten years are spent, since first he undertook 
This cause of Rome, and chastised with anna 
Qur enemies* pride : Five times he hath retuxn'd 
Bleeding to Rome, bearing his valiant sons 
In coffins firom the field; 
And now at last, laden with honours spoils. 
Returns the good Andronicus to Rome, 
Renowned Titus, flourishing in arms. 
Let us intreat-rBy honour of his name. 
Whom, worthily^ you would hare now $QOCc6d, 
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And in die C^tol and maite*f nf^. 
Whom joa pvitmd to honour and adore^— 
That you withdraw you^ and abate your strengthi 
Dismiss your followets, and, as suitors should. 
Plead your deserts in peace and humbleness. 
Sat. How fiiir the tribune speaks to calm n^ 

thoughts! 
Bas, Marcus Andronicus, so I do afiy 
In thy uprightness and integrity. 
And so I love and honour thee and thine. 
Thy nol^le brother Titus, and his sons. 
And her, to whom my thoughts are humbled all, 
Gracbus Lavinia, Rome's rich ornament. 
That I will here dismiss my losing friends; 
And to my fortunes, and the people's £nrour. 
Commit my cause in balance to be weigh*d. 

^ExewU the followers of Bamamm. 
Sai. Friends, that have been thus forward in my 
right, 
I thank you all, and here dismiss you all; 
And to the love and favour of my country 
Commit myself, my person, and the cause. 

\Excimt thefoUaweri qfSaturmimif 
Rome, be as just and gracious unto me. 
As I am confident and kind to thee.— 
Open the gates, and let me in. 
Bas. Tribunes ! and me, a poor competitor. 

[Sat. and Bas. go into the CapUol, and: 
exaa^ with Senators, Marcus, Jjrc* 
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SCENE II. 

The Same. 

Enter a Captain^ and Others. 

Cap. Romans^ make way j The good Anidronicus, 
Patron of virtue, Rome's best champion. 
Successful in the battles that he fights. 
With honour and with fortune is retum'd. 
From where he circumscribed with his sword. 
And brought to yoke, the enemies of Rome. 

nourish of trumpets^ SfC. enter Mutius and Mar* 
Tius : after them, two men bearing a cqffin coca-'d 
with black; then Quidtus and Lucius. After 
them, Titus Andronicus; and then Tahoka, 
with Alahbus, Chirok, Demetrius, Aaron, 
and other Goths, prisoners; soldiers and people, fol- 
lowing. The bearers set down the cqfin, and Tixus 
speaks. 

Tit. Hail, Rome, victorious in thy mouming 
weeds! 
Lo, as the bark, that hath discharg'd her fraught. 
Returns with precious lading to the bay. 
From whence at first she weigh'd her andiorage, 
Cometh Andronicus, bound with laurel boughs. 
To re-salute his country with his tears; 
Tears of true joy for his return to Rome.—* 
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'Thou great defender of this Capitol, 

Stand gracious, to the rites that we intend !— 

Bomans, of five and twenty valiant sons. 

Half of the number that king Priam had» 

Behold the poor remains, alive, and dead! 

These> that survive, let Rome inward with love| 

These, diat I bring unto their latest home. 

With burial amongst their ancestors: 

Here Goths have given me leave to sheath my sword. 

Titus, unkind, and careless of thine own. 

Why sufifer^st thou thy sons, unbuiied yet. 

To hover ^n the dreadful shore of Styx?— 

Make way talay them by their brethren. 

[The tomb is opened i, 
There greet in silence, as the dead are wont. 
And sleep in peace, slain in your country*s wars ! 
O sacred receptade of my joys. 
Sweet cell of virtue and nobility. 
How many sons of mine hast thou in store. 
That thou wilt never render to me more? 

Luc, Give us the proudest prisoner of the Goth^ 
That we may hew his limbs, and, on a pile. 
Ad manes fratmm sacrifice his flesh. 
Before this earthly prison of their bones; 
That so the shadows be not unappeas*d. 
Nor we disturb'd with prodigies on earth. 

, 7W. I give him you; the noblest that survives. 
The eldest son of this distressed queen. 

Tarn. Stay, Roman brethren ; — Gracious conqueror^ 
Victorious Titus, rue the tears I shed. 
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A mother's tears in passion for her son: 
And^ if thy sons were ever dear to thee, 
O, think my son to be as dear to me. 
Sufficeth not> that we are brought to Rome, 
To beautify thj triumphs, and return. 
Captive to thee, and to thy Roman yoke; 
But must my sons be slaughter*d in the streets. 
For valiant doings in their country's cause? 
O ! if to fight for king and common weal 
Were piety in thine, it is in these. 
Andronicus, stain not thy tomb with J>lood: 
Wilt thou draw near the nature of the gods? 
Draw near them then in being merciful: 
Sweet mercy is nobili^*s true badge; 
Thrice-noble Titus, spare my first-bom son. 

Tit. Patient yourself, madam, and pardon me. 
These are their brethren, whom you Goths beheld 
Alive, and dead; and for their brethren slain. 
Religiously they ask a sacrifice : 
To this your son is mark*d; and die he must. 
To appease their groaning shadows that are gone. 

Luc. Away with him ! and make a fire straight; 
And with our swords, upon a pile of wood. 
Let's hew his limbs, till they be clean consum'd. 

lExeunt Lucttct, Qmntus, Mortim^ 
and Mutius, with Alarlms. 

Tarn. O cruel, irreligious piety ! 
' CM. Was ever Scythia half so barbarous ? 

Dem. Oppose not Scydiia to ambitious Rome, 
Alarbus goes, to rest; and we survive 
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To tremble note Titos* threatening look. 
Then, madam, stand reaolv'di but hope withal. 
Hie self-same gods, that arm*d the queen of Trojr 
With opportuni^ of sharp revenge 
Upon the Thracian Qrnmt in his tent. 
May favour Tamora, the queen of Goths, 
(When Goths were Goths, and Tamora was queen,) 
To quit the bloody wronp upon her foes. 

Re^aUer Lucius, Quintus, Ma&tius^ and Mu- 
TIU8, with their sxoords bloody, 

Imc. See, lord and father, how we have performed 
Our Roman rites : Alarbus' limbs are lopp'd. 
And entrails feed the sacrificing fire. 
Whose smoke, like incense, doth perfume the sky. 
Renoaineth nought, but to inter our brethren. 
And with loud *larums weloouM them to Rome. 

Tit. Let it be so, and let Andronicus 
Make this his latest &rewell to their souls. 

[Tniiiipe/# mnmded^ and the cqffint laid m the tomb^ 
In peace and honour rest you here, my sons ; 
Rome's readiest champions, repose you here. 
Secure firom worldly chances and mishaps ! 
Here lurks no treason, here no envy swells. 
Here grow no danmed grudges^ here, are no storms* 
No noise^ but silence and ettfmal sleep : 

Enter Lavinia. 

In peace and honour rest you herq my sons ! 
Ltn. In peace apd honour live lord Titus bngi 
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My noble lord and &ther, live in fime I 
Lo! at this tomb my tributaiy tears 
I render, for my brethren's obsequies i 
And at thy feet I kneel, urith tears of joy 
Shed on the earthr for thy letom to Rome : 
O, bless me here with thy victorioas hand. 
Whose fortunes Rome's best citizens applaud. 

Tit. Kind Rome, that hast thus lovingly lesenr'd 
The cordial of mine age to glad xpy heart !— 
I^yinia, live; outlive thy Cither's days, 
*And fame's eternal date, for virtue's praise ! 

fintcr Marcus AypRONicus, Saturnimus, Ba»- 

si A K u 8, and Others. 

Mar. Long live lord Titus, my bdoved brother. 
Gracious triumpher in the eyes of Rome! 

Tit. Thanks, gentle tribuney noble brother Marcus. 

Mar, And wekome, nephews^ from successful 
wafB> 
You that survive, and yoa that sleep in fame. 
Fair lords, your fortunes are alike in all. 
That in your country's aervtce drew your swords: 
But safer triumph is this funeral pomp. 
That hath aspired to Solon's happiness. 
And triumphs over chance^ in lionour^s bed.-— 
Titus Andronicus, the people of Rome, 
Whose friend in justice thou hast ever been. 
Send thee by me, their tribune, and their trust| 
This pallidment of white and spotless hue; 
And name thee in electioo for the empire^ 
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With these our late-^deceased emperor's sons : 

fie candidatvs then, and put it on. 

And help to set a head on heaiUess Rome. 

Tit, A better head her glorious body &W, 
Than his, that shakes for age and feebleness : 
What ! should I don^ this robe> and trouble 70U? 
Be chosen with proclamadons to-day; 
^o-morrow, yield up rule, resign my h'fe, 
ind set abroad new business for you all ? 
Lome, I have been thy soldier forty years. 
And led my country's strength successfully; 
Ajid bufied one and twenty valiant sons, 
Knighted in field, slain manfully in arms. 
In right and sarvioe of their noble country: 
Give me a staff of honour for mine age. 
But hot a scepter to control the world : 
Uprtght he held it, lords, that hdd it last 

Mar. Titus, thou shalt obtain and ask the empery. 

S<^. Proud and ambitious tribune^ canst thoa 
tell?- 

Tit Patience, prince Saturnine. 

Sat. Romans, do me right;—* 

Patricians, draw your swords, and sheath them not 
Till Satuminus be Rome's emperor :*- 
Andronicus, 'would thou wert shipp'd to hell. 
Rather than rob me of the people's hearts. 

Luc, Pcoud Saturnine, interrupter of the good 
That noble-minded Titus means to thee ! 

Tit, Content thee, prince; I will restore to thee 
The people's hearts, pad wean them fiom themielvea. 

VOL. X. L 
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Bos, Andronicus, I do not flatter thee^ 
Bat honour thee, and will do till 1 die ; 
My faction if thou strengthen with thy fHends, 
I will most thankful be: and thanks^ to men 
Of noble minds^ is honourable meed. 

Tit. People of Rome, and people's tribunes here, 
I ask your voices, and your suffrages; 
Will you bestow them friendly on Andronicus ? 

Trib. To gratify the good Andronicus, 
And gratulate his safe return to Rome, 
The people will accept whom he admits. 

Tit. Tribunes, I thank you: and this suit I make. 
That you create your emperor's eldest son. 
Lord Saturnine; whose virtues wilf, I hope. 
Reflect on Rome, as Titan*s rays on earth. 
And ripen justice in this common-weal : 
Then if you will elect by my advice. 
Crown him, and say, — Long live our Emperor! 

Mar, With voices and applause of every sort. 
Patricians, and plebeians, we create 
Lord Saturninus, Rome's great emperor; 
And say, — Long Hot our emperor Saturnine! 

lA hngjhmrisk. 

Sat. Titus Andronicus, for thy fevours done 
To us in our election this day, 
I give thee thanks in part of thy deserts. 
And will with deeds requite thy gendeneis : 
And, for an onset, Titus, to advance 
Thy name, and honourable family, 
Lavinia will I make my empress. 
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Rome's royal mistress^ mistress of my heart. 

And in the sacred Pantheon her espouse: 

Tell me, Andronicus, doth this motion please thee ? 

Tit. It doth, my worthy lord; and, in this match, 
I hold me highly honoured of your grace : 
And here, in sight of Rome, to Saturnine, — 
King and commander of our common- weal. 
The wide world's emperor,— do I consecrate 
My sword, my chariot, and my prisoners ; 
Presents well worthy Rome's imperial lord: 
Receive them then, the tribute that I owe. 
Mine honour's einsigns humbled at thy feet. 

Sat. Thanks, noble Titus, &ther of my life ! 
How proud I am 6f thee, and of thy gifts, 
Rome shall record; and, when I do forget 
The least of these unspeakable deserts, 
Romans, forget your fealty to me. 

Tit, Now, madam, are you prisoner to an emperor | 

[To Tamora. 
To him, that for your honour and your state^ 
Will use you nobly, and your followers. 

Sat. A goodly lady, trust me; of the hue 
That I would choose, were I to choose anew. — 
Clear up, fair queen, that cloudy countenance; . 
Though chance of war hath wrought this change of 

cheer. 
Thou com'st not to be made a scorn in Rome : 
Princely shall be thy usage every way. 
Rest on my word, and let not discontent 
Daunt all your hopes; Madam^ he comforts you. 
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Can make joa greater than the queen of Goths.— 
Lavinia^ you are not displeased with this } 

Lav. Not I^ my lord; sith true nobility 
Warrants these words in prinoely courtesy. 

Sat, Thanks> sweet Lavinia« — Romans^ let us go: 
Ransomless here we set our priscmers firee : 
Proclaim our honours, lords, with trump and drum. 

Bos, Lord Titus, by your leaye^ this maid is mine. 

[Seixing Lavinia, 

Tit. How^ sir? Are you in earnest then, my locd? 

Bos. Ay, noble Titus; and resolv*d withal. 
To do myself this reason and this right. 

[Tie Emperor courts Tamora in dumb skow. 

Mar. Suum cuique is our Roman justice : 
This prince in justice seizeth but his own. 

Luc. And that he will, and shall, if Lucius live. 

Tit. Traitors, avsunt! Where is the emperor's 
guard? 
Treason, my lord; Lavinia is surpriz'd. 

Sat. Surpriz'd ! By whom? 

Bas. By him that justly may 

Bear his betroth*d from all the world away. 

[Exeunt Marcus and Bassianus, with LaxMa. 

Mut. Brothers, help to convey her hence away. 
And with my sword Til keep this door safe. 

[Eseuni Lucius, Quintus, and Martius, 

Tit. Follow> my lord, and I'll soon bring her back. 

Mut. My lord, you pass not here. 

TU. What, villain boy! 

Barr*st me my way in Rome ? [Titus kills MuHus. 
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Mut. Help, Liicitts, help! 

JRf -en^fr Lucius. 

Luc. "Mj lord, 70a are unjust j and, more than so. 
In wrongfid quarrel 70U have slain your son* 

TU. Nor thou, nor he^ are any sons of mine; 
My sons would never so dishonour me: 
Traitor, restore Lavinia to the emperor. 

Luc. Dead, if you will; but not to be his wife. 
That is another's lawful promised love. lExit, 

Sat. No, Titus, no; the emperor needs her not. 
Not her, nor thee, nor any of thy stock : 
ril trust, by leisure, him that noocks me once; 
Thee never, nor thy traitorous haughty sons. 
Confederates all thus to dishonour me. 
Was there none else in Rome to make a stale of. 
But Saturnine ? Full well, Andrpnicus, 
Agree these deeds with that proud br^g of thine. 
That said*st, J begg*d the empire at thy hands. 

Tit. O monstrous! what reproachful words are 
these? 

Sat. But go thy ways; go, give that changing 
piece* 
To him that flourished for her widi his sword : 
A valiant son-in-law thou shalt enjoy; 
One fit to bandy with thy lawless sons. 
To ruffle in the commonwealth of Rome* 

Tit. These words are razors to my wounded heart. 

Sat: And therefore, lovely T^mora, queen of 
Goths,— 
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That, like the stately Phoebe *mong8t her nymphs. 

Dost overshine the gallant' st dames of Rome, — 

If thou be pleas'd with this my sudden choice. 

Behold, I choose thee, Tamora, for my bride. 

And will create thee emperess of Rome. 

Speak, queen of Goths, dost thou applaud my choice? 

And here I swear by all the Roman Grods, — 

Sith priest and holy water are so near. 

And tapers bum so bright, and every thing 

In readiness for Hymeneus stand, — 

I will not re-salute the streets of Rome, 

Or dimb my palace, till from forth this place 

I lead espous'd my bride along with me. 

Tam, And here> in sight of heaven, to Rome I 
swear. 
If Saturnine advance the queen of Goths, 
She will a handmaid be to his desires, 
A loving nurse, a mother to his youth. 

Sat, Ascend, feir queen. Pantheon : —Lords, ac- 
company 
Your noble emperor, and his lovely bride, 
Sent by the heavens for prince Saturnine, 
Whose wisdom hath her fortune conquered : 
There shall we c6nsummate our spousal rites. 

[Escunt Saturmnui, and his followers: Tamora, 
and her Sons; Aaron and Goths, 

Tit. I am not bid to wait upon this bride; — 
Titus, when wert thou wont to walk alone. 
Dishonoured thus, and challenged of wrongs? 
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Re-enter Ma RCVs, Lucius^ Quihtus^ and 

Maktius. 

Afar. O, Titus, see, O, see, what thou hast done! 
In a bad quarrel slain a virtuous son. 

Tit. No, foolish tribune, no,- no son of mine,— . 
Nor thou, nor these, confederates in the deed 
That hath dishononr'd all our family; 
Unworthy brother, and unworthy sons! 

Luc. But let us give him burial, as becomes; 
Giye Mutius burial with our brethren. 

Ta. Traitors, away ! be rests not in this tomb. 
This monument five hundred years hath stood. 
Which I have sumptuously re-edified: 
Here none but soldiers, and Rome's servitors. 
Repose in £mie; none basely slain in brawls:— 
Bury him where you can^ he comes not here. 

Mar. My lord, this is impiety in you : 
My nephew Mutius* deeds do plead for him; 
He must be buried with his brethren. 

Quin. Mart. And shall, or him we will accompany. 

Tit. And shall? What villain was it spoke that 
word? 

Quin, He that would vouch*t in any place but here. 

Tit. What, would you bury him in pay despite? 

Mar. No, noble Titus; but entreat of thee 
To pardon Mutius, and to bury him. 

Tit. Marcus, even thou hast struck upon my crest. 
And, with these boys, mine honour thou hast 
wounded; 
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My foes I do repute you every one j 

So trouble me no more, but get you gone. 

Mart. He is not with himself; let us withdraw. 

Qtiiff. Not I, till Mutios* bones be buried. 

iMorcus and the sans of Titus kneeL 

Mar, Brother, for in that name doth nature plead. 

Quin. Father, and in that name doth nature speak. 

Tit. Speak thou no more, if all the rest will speed. 

Mar. Renowned Titus, more than half my soul,— 

Luc. Dear father, soul and substance of us all,— 

Mar. Suffer thy brother Marcus to interr 
His noble nephew here in virtue*s nest. 
That died in honour and Lavinia*s cause* 
Thou art a Roman, be not barbarous. 
The Greeks, upon advice, did bury Ajax 
That slew himself) and wise Laertes' son 
Did graciously plead for his funerals ^. 
Let not young Mutius then, that was thy joy. 
Be barr*d l^s entrance here. 

Tit. Rise, Marcus, rise :— 

The dismall*st day is this, that e*er I saw. 
To be cUshonour'd by my sons in Rome !^* 
Well, bury him, and bury me the next 

I Mutius is put into the tomb, 

LuCi There lie thy bones, sweet Mutius, vrith thy 
friends. 
Till we with trophies do adorn thy tomb ! — 

All. No man shed tears for noble Mutius; 
He lives in fame that died in virtue's cause. 

Mar. My lord,— -to step out of these dreary dumps,— 
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How comes it^ that the subtle queen of Goths 
Is of a sudden thus advanced in Rome? 

Tit. 1 know not^ Marcus; but, I know^ it is; 
Whether by device, or no, the heavens can tell : 
Is she not then beholden to the roan 
lliat brought her for this high good turn ao ftr? 
Yes, and will nobly him remunerate. 

Floutish. Re-enter, at one side, Saturninus^ at* 
tended; Tamora, Chiron, Demetrius, and 
Aaron: At the other, Bassianus, Lavinia, 
and Others, 

Sat. So Bassianus, you have play*d your prize; 
God give you joy, sir, of your gallant bride. 

Bas. And you of yours^ my lord : I say no more. 
Nor wish no less; and so I take my leave. 

Sat. Traitor, if Rome have law, or we have powers 
Thou and thy faction shall repent this rape. 

Bas. Rape, call you it, my lord, to seize my own. 
My true-betrothed love, and now my wife ? 
But let the laws of Rome determine all; 
Mean while I am possessed of that is mine. 

Sat. 'Tis good, sir: You are very short with us; 
But, if we live, we*ll be as sharp with you. 

Bas, My lord, what 1 have done, as best I may. 
Answer I must, and shall do with my life. 
Only thus much I give your grace to know, — 
By all the duties that I pwe to Rome, 
Tliis noble gentleman, lord Titus here. 
Is in opinion, i^4 io honour, wrong*d; 
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That^ in the rescue of Lavinia, 
With his own hand did slay his youngest son. 
In zeal to yon, and highly moy*d to wrath 
To be controFd In that he frankly gave : 
Receive him then to favour. Saturnine; 
That hath expressed himself, rn all his deeds, 
A father, and a fi-iend, to thee, and Rome. 

Tit, Prince Bassianus, leave to plead my deeds f 
'TIS thou, and those, that have dishonour'd me: 
Rome and the righteous heavens be my judge. 
How I have lov*d and honoured Saturnine ! 

Tarn. My worthy lord, if ever Tamora 
Were g^racioas in those princely eyes of thine. 
Then bear me speak indifferently for all; 
And at my suit, sweet, pardon what is past. 

Sat. What ! madam ! be dishonoured openly. 
And basely put it up without revenge? 

7am. Not so, my lord; The gods of Rome fore- 
fend, 
I should be author to dishonour you ! 
But, on mine honour, dare I undertake 
For good lord Titos* innocence in all, 
Wliose fury, not dissembled, speaks his griefs : 
Then, at my suit, look graciously on him; 
Lose not so noble a friend on vain suppose. 
Nor with sour looks afflict his gentle heart. — 
My lord, be rul*d by me, be won at last. 
Dissemble all your griefs and discontents : 
You are but newly planted in your throne : 
Lest then the people, and patricians too. 
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Upon a just survey, take Titus* part. 

And so supplant us for ingratitude, 

(Which Ronae reputes to be a heinous sin,) 

Yield at entreats, and then let me alone: 

ril find a day to massacre them all, ^ Aside, 

And raze their ^don, and their ^mily, 

The cruel Either, and his traitorous sons^ 

To whom I sued for my dear son's life; 

And make them know^ what *tis to let a 

queen 
Kneel in the streets^ and beg for grace in 

vain.— J 

Corae^ come, sweet emperor,— come, Andronicus, 
Take up this good old man, and cheer the heart 
That dies in tempest of thy angry frown. 

Sat, Rise, Titus, rise ; my empress hath prevaiFd. 

Tit, I thank your majesty, and her, my lord: 
These words, these looks, infuse new life in me. 

Tarn, Titus, I am incorporate in Rome, 
A Roman now adopted happily. 
And must advise the emperor for his good. 
This day all quarrels die, Andronicus; — 
And let it be mine honour, good my lord. 
That I have reconciled your friends and you. — 
For you, prince Bassianus, I have pass'd 
My word and promise to the emperor. 
That you will be more mild and tractable.^- 
And fear not, lords,— and you, Lavinia; — 
By my advice, all humbled on your knees. 
You shall ask pardon of his majesty. 
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Luc, We do'; and vow to heaven, and to his high* 
ness. 
That, what we did, was mildly, as we might, 
Tend'ring our sister*8 honour, and our own. 

Mar. That on mine honour here I do protest. 

Sat, Away, and talk not; trouble us no more.— 

Tarn. Nay, nay, sweet emperor, we must all be 
fHends: 
The tribune and his nephews kneel for grace; 
I will not be denied. Sweet heart, look back. 

Sat, Marcus, for thy sake, and thy brother's here. 
And at my lovely Tamora's entreats, 
I do remit these young men's heinous faults. 
Stand up. 

Lavinia, though you left me like a churl, 
I found a firiend; and sure as death I swore^ 
I would not part a bachelor from the priest. 
Come, if the emperor's court can feast two brides. 
You are my . guest, Lavinia, and your £iends : 
This day shall be a love-day, Tamora. 

Tit. To-morrow, an it please your majesty. 
To hunt the panther and the hart with me. 
With horn and hound, we'll give your grace bonjoitr. 

Sat. Be it so, Htus, and gramercy too. [Esemt. 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 

The Same. Before the Palace. 

^Enter Aaron. 

Aar. Kaw climbeth Tamora Olymptu* top. 
Safe oQt of fortune's shot; and sits aloft, 
Secure of thmider*s cnick> or lightniDg flash; 
Advanc'd above pale envy's threat'ning reach* 
As when the golden lun salates the mom. 
And, having gilt the ocean with his beams. 
Gallops the zodiack in his glistering coach. 
And overlooks the highest-peering hills; 
So Tamora.—^ 

Upon her wit doth earthly honour wait. 
And virtue stoops and trembles at her frown. 
Then, Aaron, arm thy heart, and fit thy thoughts. 
To mount aloft with thy imperial mistress. 
And mount her pitch; whom thou in triumph long 
Hast prisoner hdd, fetter*d in amorous chains; 
And faster bound to Aaron's charming eye^ 
Than is Prometheus tied to Caucasus. 
Away with slavish weeds, and idle thoughts! 
I will be bright, and shine in pearl and gold. 
To wait upon this new-made emperess. 
To wait, said I ? to wanton with this queen. 
This goddess, this Semiramis; — ^this queen. 
This syren, that will charm Rome's 
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And see his shipwreck, and his commonweal's. 
Holla ! what storm is this ? 

Enter Chiron and DEMETBirs, braving. 

Dan. Chiron, thy years want wit, thy wit waDtf 
edge. 
And manners, to intrude where I am grac*d; 
And may, for aught thou know'st, affected be. 

Chi. Demetrius, thou dost over- ween in all ; 
And so in this to bear me down with braves. 
'Tis not the difference of a year, or two. 
Makes me less gracious, thee more fortunate : 
I am as able, and as fit, as thou. 
To serve, and to deserve my mistress* grace ; 
And that my sword upon thee shall approve. 
And plead my passions for Lavinia*s love. 

Aar. Clubs, clubs ! these lovers will not keep the 
peace. 

Ikm. Why, boy, although our mother, unadvb'd. 
Gave you a dancing-rapier by your side. 
Are you so desperate grown, to threat your friends } 
Go to; have your lath glued within your sheath, 
Tdl you know better how to handle it. 

Cki. Mean while, sir, with the little skill I have. 
Full well shalt thou perceive how much I dare. 

Dem. Ay, boy, grow ye so brave ? \T^ draw. 

Aar. Why, how now, lords ^ 

So near the emperor*s palace dare you draw. 
And maintain such a quarrel openly ? 
Full well 1 wot the ground of all this grudge; 
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I would not for a million of golcl> 

The cause were known to them it most concerns: 

Nor would your noble mother^ for much more^ 

Be so dishonour*d in the court of Rome. 

For shame, put up. 

Dent. Not J; till I have sheath*d 

My rapier in his bosom^ and^ withal^ 
Thrust these reproachful speeches down his throaty 
That he hath breath'd in my dishonour here. 

Chi, For that I am prepar*d and fidl resolv*d^ — 
Foul-spoken coward! that thunder*st with thy tongue^ 
And with thy weapon nothing dar*st perform. 

jiar. Away, 1 say. — 
Now by the gods, that warlike Goths adore. 
This petty brabble will undo us all.— 
Why, lords, — and think you not how dangerous 
It is to jut upon a prince's right ? 
What, is Lavinia then become so loose. 
Or Bassianus so degenerate. 
That for her love such quarrels may be broach*d. 
Without controlment, justice, or revenge? 
Young lords, beware! — an should the empress know 
This discord's ground, the musick would not please. 

Chi, I care not, I, knew she and all the world ; 
I love Lavioia more than all the world. 

Dem. Youngling, learn thou to make some meaner 
choice : 
Lavinia is thine elder brother's hope. 

Aar, Why, are ye mad ? or know ye not, in Rome 
How furious and impatient they be. 
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And cannot brook competitors in love ? 

J tell you, lords, you do but plot your deaths 

By this device. 

Chi, Aaron, a thousand deaths 

Would I propose, to achieve her whom I love. 

Aar, To achieve her! — How? 

Dem, Why mak*st thou it so strange? 

She is a woman, therefore may be woo*d; 
She is a woman, therefore may be won } 
She is Lavinia, therefore must be lov*d. 
What, man! more water glideth by the mill 
Than wots the miller of; and easy it is 
Of a cut loaf to steal a shive, we know: 
Though Bassianus be the emperor's brother. 
Better than he have yet worn Vulcan's badge. 

Jar, Ay, and as good as Satuminus may. 

[Aiide. 

Dem, Then why should he despair, that knows to 
court it 
With words, fair looks, and liberality ? 
What, hast thou not full often struck a doe. 
And borne her cleanly by the keeper's nose? 

Aar, Why then, it seems, some certain snatch or 
so 
Would serve your turns. 

Cki. Ay, so the turn were serv'd. 

Dem, Aaron, thou hast hit it. 

Aar, 'Would you had hit it too; 

Then should not we be tir'd with this ado. 
Why, hark ye, hark ye,— -Aiid are you sqch foob. 
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To squate for tbis^? Woald it offend you then 
That both should speed ? 

Cki. r&ith, not me. 

Dem. Nor me. 

So I wercf one. 

Aan for shame^ befiiends; and join for that you 
jar. 
*Ils policy and stratagem must do 
That you a£fect$ and so must you resolve} 
That what you cannot^ as you would^ achieve. 
You must perforce accomplish as you may* 
Take this of me, Lucrece was not more chaste 
Than this Lavinia, Bassianus* love. 
A speedier course than lingering languishment 
Must we pursue, and I have found the path* 
My loitdB, a solemn hunting is in hand; 
There will the lovely Roman ladies troop: 
The forest walks are wide and spacious^ 
And many unfrequented plots there are. 
Fitted by kind for rape and vills^ny : 
Suigle you thither then this dainty doe» 
And strike her home by force, if not by words : 
This way, or not at all, stand you in hope. 
Come, come, our empress, with her sacred wit. 
To villainy and vengeance consecrate. 
Will we acquaint with all that we intoid; 
And she shall file our engines with advice^ 
That will not suffer you to square yourselves. 
But to your wishes' height advance you liotiu 

VOL« X. M 
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The eiiq)ert>r*8 court is like the house of &mei 
The palace full of tongues^ of eyes, of ears : 
The woods are ruthless^ dreadful^ deaf, and dull; 
There speak, and strike, brave boys, and take your 

turns : 
There serve your lust, shadow'd from heaven's eye. 
And revel in Lavinia*s treasury. 

Chi, Thy counsel, lad, smells of no cowardice. 

Dan. Sit fas aut nefas, till I find the stream 
To cool this heat, a charm to calm these fits, 
^Per Styga, per manes vehor. [EaKWut, 

^^ SCENE II. 

A Forest near Rome. A lodge seen at a distance. 
Horns, and cty of hounds, heard. 

Enter TiTtxs Andronicvs, with Hunters, 4^. 
Marcus, Lucius, Quintus, and Maktius. 

Tit. The hunt is up, the mom is bright and grey. 
The fields are fifagrant, and the woods are green : 
Uncouple here, and let us make a bay. 
And wake the emperor and his lovely bride. 
And rouse the prince; and ring a huater*s peal^ 
That all the court may echo with the noise. 
Sons, let it be your charge, as it is ours. 
To tend the emperor's person carefully : 
I bave been troubled in my sleep this night. 
But dawning day new comfort hath inspir'd. 
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Horns tomd a peal. £n/er Saturn in us^ T^MORii, 
Ba8Sianu8« Lavinia^ CHiaoN> DemetriuSj 
and Attendants. 

Tit. MaDj good morrows to your majesty;-— 
Madam> to 70a as many and as good! 
I promised your grace a hunter's peal. 

Sat» And you have rung it lustily, my lords^ 
Somewhat too early for new-married ladies. 

Bos. Lavtnia, how say you? 

Lav. I say, no; 

I have been broad awake two hours and more. 

Sat, Come on then, horse and chariots let us have^ 
And to our sport: — Madam^ now shall ye see 
Our Roman hunting. [To Tamora. 

Mar. I have dogs, my lord^ 

Will rouse the proudest panther in the chase^ 
And dimb the highest promontory top. 

Tit. And I have horse will follow where the game 
Makes way, and run like swallows o*er the plain. 

Dem. Chiron, we hunt not^ we, with horse nor 
hound^ 
But hope to pluck a dainty doe to ground. [Exeunii 

SCENE III. 

A desert part of the Forest. 

Enter Aavlov, xmth a bag of gold. 
Aar. He, that bad wit, would think that I had none. 
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To bury so much gold under a tree^ 

And never afler to inherit it. 

Let him^ that thinks of me so abjectly^ 

Know, that this gold must coin a stratagem; 

Which, cunningly effected, will beget 

A very excellent piece of villainy : 

And so repose, sweet gold^ for tl^ir unrest, 

[Hides the gM. 
'^That have their alms out of the empress* chest 

£ii/erTAM0RA. 

Tarn, My lovely Aaron, wherefcn-e look*st th<m 
sad. 
When every thing doth make a gleeful boast? 
The birds chaunt melody on every bush; 
The snake lies rolled in the cheerful sun; 
The green leaves quiver with the cooling wind. 
And make a checquer'd shadow on the ground: 
Under their sweet shade, Aaron, let us sit. 
And — whilst the babbling echo mocks the hoondSj 
Replying shrilly to the well-tun'd homs. 
As if a double hunt were heard at once,— «> 
Let us sit down, and mark their yelling noise : 
And — after conflict, such as was suppos'd 
The wandering prince and Dido once enjoy'd. 
When with a happy storm they were surpris'd. 
And curtain'd with a coimsel-ke^ing cave, — 
We may, each wreathed in the other's arms. 
Our pastimes done, possess a golden slumber; 
Whiles hounds^ and horns, and sweet melodious birds^ 
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Be unto ns^ as is a nurse's song 
Of lullaby^ to bring her babe asleep. 

Aar, Madam, though Venus govern your desires, 
Saturn is dominator over mine : 
What signifies my deadly-standing eye. 
My silence, and my cloudy melancholy ? 
My fleece of woolly hair that now uncurls. 
Even as an adder, when she doth umoU 
To do some &tal execution ? 
No, madam, these are no venereal signs; 
Vengeance is in my heart, death in my hand^ 
Blood and revenge are hammering in my head* 
Hark, Tamora, — the empress of my soul, ) 

Which never hopes more heaven than rests in thee, — 
This is the day of doom for Bassianus; 
His Philomel must lose her tongue to-day: 
Thy sons make pillage of her chastity. 
And wash their hands in Bassianus* blood. 
Seest thou this letter? take it up, I pray thee. 
And give the king this £ital-plotted scroll:— 
Now question me no more, we are espied; 
Here comes a parcel of our hopeful booty. 
Which dreads not yet their lives* destruction* 

Tom. Ah, my sweet Moor, sweeter to me thao 
life! 

Aar, No more, great empress, Bassianus comes: 
Be cross with him; and 1*11 go fetch thy sons 
To back thy quarrels, whatsoe'er tbqr be. [Exii* 
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Either Bassiakus ojid Lavimia. 

Bos, Who have we here? Rome*8 royal emperessi 
Unfiimish'd of her wdl-beseemmg troop? 
Or is it Dian, habited like her; 
Who hatl^ abandoned her holy groves. 
To see the general bunting in this forest? 

Tarn, Saucy controller of our private steps ! 
Had I the power, that, some say, Dian had^ 
Thy temples should be planted presently 
With horns, as was Actseon*s; and the hounds 
Should drive upon thy new-transformed limbs. 
Unmannerly intruder as thou art ! 

Lav. Under your patience, gentle emperess, 
Tls thought you have a goodly gift in homing; 
And to be doubted, that your Moor and you 
Are singled forth to try experiments: 
Jove shield your husband from his hounds to-day! 
Tls pi^, they should take him for a stag. 

Bas. Believe me, queen, your swarth Cimmerian '* 
Doth make your honour of his body's hue. 
Spotted, detested, and abominable. 
Why are you s^quester*d ^m all your train ? 
Dismounted from your snow-white goodly steed. 
And wander'd hither to an obscure plot. 
Accompanied with a barbarous Moor, 
If foul desire had not conducted you? 

Lav. And, being intercepted in your sport. 
Great reason that my noble lord be rated 
For sauciness.— I pray you, let us hence. 
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And let her 'joy her raven-coloor'd lovej 
This valley fits the purpose passing well* 

Boi, The king, my brother, shall have note of this. 

Lcrv. Ay, for these slips have made him noted long : 
Good king! to be so mightily abus*d! 

Tarn, Why have I patience to endure all this ? 

En/er Chiron and Demetrius, 

Dtm. How now, dear sovereign, and our gracious 
mother. 
Why doth your highness look so pale and wan? 

Tarn, Have I not reason, think you, to look pale ? 
These two have 'tic*d me hither to this place, 
A barren detested vale, you see^ it is : 
The trees, though summer, yet forlorn and lean^ 
O'ercome with moss, and baleful misletoe. 
Here never shines £he sun^ here nothing breeds^ 
Unless the nightly owl, or &tal raven. 
And, when they showed me this abhorred pit, 
Hiey told me, here, at dead time of the night, 
A thousand fiends, a thousand hissing snakes^ 
Ten thousand swelling toads, as many urchins^ 
Would make such fearfiil and confiised crie^ 
As any mortal body, hearing it. 
Should straight &11 mad, or else die suddenly. 
No sooner had they told this hellish tale. 
But stnught they told me, they would bind me her^ 
Unto the body of a dismal yew; 
And leave me to this miserable death. 
And then they call'd n^e^ foul adulteieav^ 
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Lascivious Goth, and all the bitterest terms 
That ever ear did hear to such efiect. 
And^ had you not by wondrous fortune come^ 
This vengeance on me had they executed : 
Revenge it^ as you love your mother*8 life^ 
Or be ye not henceforth call*d my children. 

Dem, This is a witness that I am thy son. 

[Stabs Bassianus, 

Chi, And this for toe, struck home to show my 
strength. [Stabbing him likewise. 

Lau, Ay come^ Semiramis^-^nay, barbarous Ta* 
mora! 
For no name fits thy nature but thy own ! 

Tarn. Give me thy poniard; you shall know^ my 
hoys. 
Your mothers hand shall right your mothers wrong. 

Dem. Stay, madam, here is more belongs to her; 
Fint, thrash the com, then after bum the straw: 
This minion stood upon her chastity. 
Upon her nuptial vow, her loyalty. 
And with that painted hope braves your mightiness : 
And shall she carry this unto her grave ? 

Chi. An if she do, I would I were an eunuch. 
Drag hence her husband to some secret hole. 
And make his dead trunk pillow to our lust 

Tarn. But when you have the honey you desire. 
Let not this^wasp outlive^ us both to sting. 

Chi. I warrant you, madam ; we will make that sure. — 
Come, mistress, now perforce we will enjoy 
That nice-preserved honesty of yours. 



TITUS ANDRONICUS. 10S 

Lav. O Tainora ! thou bear*st a woman*s face« — 

Tarn, I will not hear her speak -, away with her. 

Lav. Sweet lords, entreat her hear me but a word. 

Dem, Listen, fair madam : Let it be your glory. 
To see her tears ^ but be your heart to them. 
As unrelenting flint to drops of rain. 

Lav. When did the tyger*s young ones teach the 
dam? 
O, do not learn her wrath ; she taught it thee : 
Tlie milk, thou suck*dst from her, did turn to marblej 
Even at thy teat thou hadst thy tjrranny^— - 
Yet every mother breeds not sons alike ; 
Do thou entreat her show a woman pity. 

[To Chiron. 

Chi, What ! would*st thou have me prove myself a 
bastard ? 

Lav. *Tis true ; the raven doth not hatch a lark : 
Yet I have heard, (O could I find it now !) 
The lion, mov'd with pity, did endure 
To have his princely paws par*d all away. 
Some say, that ravens foster forlorn children. 
The whilst their own birds famish in their nests: 
O, be to me, thou^ thy hard heart say no. 
Nothing so kind, but something pitiful ! 

Tarn. 1 know not what it means; away with her. 

Lav. O, let me teach thee : for my &ther*8 sake. 
That gave thee life, when well he might have slain 

thee. 
Be not obdurate, open thy deaf ears. 

Tarn. Hadst thou in person ne'er offended me^ 
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Even for his sake am I pitiless : — 
Remember^ boys, I pour*d forth tears in vaio. 
To save your brother firom the sacrifice ; 
But fierce Andronicus would not relent ; 
Therefore away with her^ and use her as you wil)> 
The worse to her> the better lov'd of me. 

Lav, O Tamora, be call*d a gentle queen. 
And with thine own hands kill me in tlus place : 
For 'tis not life, that I have begg*d so long> 
Poor I was slain, when Bassianus died. 

Tarn. What begg'st thou then? fond woman, let 
me go. 

Lav, "Us present death I beg; and one thing more. 
That womanhood denies my tongue to tell : 
O, keep me from their worse than killing lust. 
And tumble me into some loathsome pit; 
Where never man's eye may behold my body : 
Do this, and be a charitable murderer. 

Tom, So should I rob my sweet sons of their fee: 
No, let them satisfy their lust on thee. 

Dem. Away; for thou hast staid us here too long. 

Lav, No grace ? no womanhood ? Ah beastly crea- 
ture! 
The blot and enemy to our general name ! 
Confusion fall 

OH. Nay, then I'll stop your mouth: — ^Bring thou 

her husband ; [.Dragging off' Laoima, 

This is the hole where Aaron bid us hide him. [Exeimt. 

Tarn, Farewell, my sons: see, that you make her 
sure: 
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Ne'er let my heart know merry cheer indeed. 

Till aU the Andronici be made away« 

Now will I hence to seek my lovely Moor, 

.And let my spleenful sons this trull deflour. [Exii, 

SCENE IV. 

The Same. 

Enter Aaron, xoitk Quintus and Martius. 

Aar, Come on, my lords; the better foot before: 
Straight will I bring you to the loathsome pit, 
IVh^^ I espy*d the panther fast asleep. 

Qidn. My sight is very dull, whatever it bodes. 
Mart. And mine, I promise you; wer*t not for 
shame. 
Well could I leave our sport to sleep awhile. 

[Martins falls into the pit, 
Quin. What, art thou fallen? What subtle hole is 
this. 
Whose mouth is cover'd with rude-growing briars; 
Upon whose leaves are drops of new-shed blood. 
As fresh as morning's dew distiU'd on flowers? 
A very fatal place it seems to me: — 
Speak, brother, hast thou hurt thee with the fall > 

Mart. O, brother, with the dismallest object 
That ever eye, with sight, made heart lament 
Aar. [Aside.'] Now will I fetch the king to fin^ 
' them here; 
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That he thereby may give a likely guess. 

How these were they, that made away his brothet. 

Mart. Why dost n^t comfort .me, and help me oat 
From this unhallow'd and blood-stained hole? 

Qnin, I am surprized with an uncouth fear: 
A chilling sweat o*er-runs my trembling joints; 
My heart suspects more than mine eye can see. 

Mart. To prove thou hast a true-divining heart, 
Aaron and thou look down into this den. 
And see a fearful sight of blood and death. 

Qtctn. Aaron is gone; and my compassionate heart 
Will not permit mine eyes once to behold 
The things whereat it trembles by surmise : 
O, tell me how it is; for ne'er till now 
Was I a child, to fear I know not what. 

Mart, Lord Bassiabus lies embrewed here. 
All on a heap, like to a slaughtered lamb. 
In this detested, dark, blood-drinking pit. 

Quin, If it be dark, how dost thou know *tis he ? 

Mart. Upon his bk)ody finger he doth wear 
''A precions ring, that lightens all the hde, 
Whichjt like a taper in some monument. 
Doth shine upon the dead man*s earthy clied». 
And shows the ragged entrails of this pit: 
So pale did shine the moon on F^nimus, 
When he by night lay bath*d in maiden blood. 
O brother, help me with thy fainting hand,-* 
If fear hath made thee faint, as me it hath,— 
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Oat of this Mi devoaring receptacle. 

As hateful as Cocytus* misty month. 

Qidn. Reach ine thy hand, that I may help thee 
oatj 

Or, wanting strength to do thee so much good, 

I may be pluck*d into the swallowing womb 

Of this deep pit, poor Hassianus* grave. 

I ha?ft nq strength to pluck thee to the brink. 
Mart. Nor I no strength to climb without thy help* 
Qttt'ii. Thy hand once more ^ I will not loose again, 

Hn thou art here aloft, or I below: 

Thou canst not come to me, I come to thee. 

[FaUiiM. 

Enter Saturkinus and Aakok^ 

■» » - J • • • • 

Sat. Along with me: — FU see what hole is here. 
And what he is, that now is leap'd into it.— > • 
Say, who art thou, that lately didst descend 
Into this gaping hollow of the earth ? 

Mart. The unhappy scm of dd Andronicns; 
Brought hither in a most unlucky hour. 
To find thy brother Bassianos dead. 

Sat. My brother dead ? I know, thou dost but jest e 
He and his lady both ard at the lodge. 
Upon the north side of this pleasant chase; 
*lls not ah hour since t left him theie. 

Mart. We know not whex^ you left him all alive. 
But, out alas! here have We found him dead. 



108 TITUS ANDRONICUS. 

Enter Tamora, with Attendants; Titus Andro- 

Nicus, omf Lucius. 

Tarn. Where is my lord^ the king? 

Sat. Here, Tamora; though griev'd with killing 
grief. 

Tarn, Where is thy brother Bassianus? 

Sat. Now to the bottom dost thou search my wound; 
Poor Bassianus here lies murdered. 

Tarn, Then all too late I bring this £ital writ, 

\Gvoing a letter. 
Hie complot of this timeless tragedy; 
And wonder greatly, that man's &ce can fold 
In pleasing smiles such murderous tyranny. 

Sat. [Reads.] An if we miss to meet him hand- 
somefy,-^ 
Sweet huntsman, Bassianus 'tis, xoe mean,^^ 
Do thou so much as dig the grave for him; 
Thou knaw*st our meaning: look for thy reward 
Among the nettles at the elder^tree. 
Which cfoer shades the mouth of that same pit. 
Where we decreed to bury Bassianus. 
Do this, and purchase us thy lasting friends. 
O, Tamora ! was ever heard the like ? 
This is the pit, and this the elder-tree : 
Look, sirs, if you can find the huntsman out. 
That should have murder'd Bassianus here. 

Aar, My gracious lord^ here is the bag of gold. 

[Showing it. 
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Sat. Two of thy whelps, [To 7^.] fell curs of 
bloody kindj 
Have here bereft my brother of his life:— - 
Sirsj drag them from the pit unto the prison; 
There let them bide, until we have devis'd 
Some never-heard-of torturing pain for them. 

Tarn. What, are they in this pit? O wondroos 
thing! 
How easily murder is disoorered ! 

TVf • High emperor, upon my feeble knee 
I beg this boon, with tears not lightly shed. 
That this fell feult of my accursed sons. 
Accursed, if the fimlt be proy'd in them. 

Sat, If it be prov'd ! you see, it is apparent.— 
Who found this letter ? Tamora, was it you ? 

Tarn. Andronicus himself did take it up. 

TU. I didy my lord: yet let me be their bfiul: 
For by my fether's reverend tomb, I vow. 
They shall be ready at your highness' will. 
To answer their su^icion with their lives. 

Sat. Ihou shalt not bail them; see, thou follow 
me. 
Some bring the murder'd body, some the murderers: 
Let them not speak a word, the gmlt is plain; 
For, by my soul, were there worse end than death, 
That end upon them should be executed. 

Tarn. Andronicus, I will entreat the king; 
Fear not thy sons, they shall do well enough. 

Tit. Come, Lucius, oome; stay not to talk witlji 
them. ' [Exomt ieveraifyf 
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SCENE V. 

The Same. 

Enter Demetrius and Chirok, xoith Lavinia, 
racuh*d; her hands cut off, and her tongue cut out. 

Dem. So, now go tell^ an if thy tongue can speak, 
Who 'twas that cut thy tongue> and ravish'd thee. 
Chu Write down thy mind, bewray thy meaning 

8O5 
And, if thy stumps wUl let thee, play the scribe. 
Dem. See, how with signs and tokens she can 

scowl. 
Chi. Gro home, call for sweet water, wash thy 

hands. 
Dem. She hath no tongue to call, nor hands to 

washj 
And so let*s leave her to her silent walks. 

Chu An 'twere my case, I should go hang myself. 
Dem. If thou hadst hands to help thee knit the 

cord. [^Exeunt Demetriui and Citron. 

Enter Marcus. 

Mar. Who's this,— my niece, that flies away 10 

fast? 
Cousin, a word 5 Where is your husband? — 
^^If I do dream, 'would all my wealth would wake 

ipe! 
If I do wake, some planet strike me down. 
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That I may akmibcr hi eternal deep!*^^ 

Speaks gentla niece, what ttjern ungentle haddt 

Have lapp*d, and faeirM^ and nude thy body baie 

Of her two bianchet ? those iweet ornaments. 

Whose cirding riiadows kings hare sought to sleep in ; 

And might not gain so great a happfness. 

As half thy love? Why dost nc^ speak tome? — 

Alis, a crimson riter of wann blood, 

Lite to a bubbling fmmtain sCirr*d with wind. 

Doth rise and fall between thy rosed lipt, 

Coiaii^ and gping with tby honey bieath. 

But, «itfe, some Temii hatb devoured thee; 

And, lest thou shovid'^ detect him, cut thy tongue. 

Ah, now thou tum'st away thy face for shame ! 

And, notwithstanding all this loss of blood,—- 

As horn a conduit with three issuing spouts,— 

Yet do thy cheeks look red as Titan*s face. 

Blushing to be encounter*d with a cloud. 

Shall I speak for thee ? shall I say 'tis so ? 

O, that I knew thy heart; and knew the beast. 

That I might rail at him to ease my mind ! 

Sorrow concealed, like an oven stopped. 

Doth bum the heart to cinders where it is. 

Fair Philomela, she but lost her tongue. 

And in a tedious sampler sew'd her mind: 

But, lovely niece, that mean is cut from diee ; 

A craftier Tereus hast thou met withal. 

And he hath cut those pretty fingers ofi> 

That could have better sew*d than Philomel. 

O, had the monster seen those lily hands 

VOL. X. K 



I 



172 TTTUS ANDR0NICU8. 

Tremble, like aspen leaves, upon a lute. 

And make the silken strings delight to kiss them; 

He would not then have touch*d them for his life: 

Or, had he heard the heavenly harmony. 

Which that sweet tongue hath made. 

He would have dropp*d his knife, and fell asleep. 

As Cerberus at the Thractan poet's feet* 

Come, let us go, and make thy fether blind; 

For such a sight will blind a fether's eye : 

One hour's storm will drown the fragrant meads; 

What will whole months of tears thy father's eyes ? 

Do not draw back, fer we will mourn with thee; 

O^couldour mourning ease thy misery! [Exeuni. 
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ACT III. SCENE I. 



Borne, A Street, 



Enter Senators, Tribunes, and Officers nf justice, with 
Marti us and QLuivtvs, bound, passing on to the 
place of execution; Titus going before, pleading. 

Tit, Hear me, grave fathers! noble tribunes, stay ! 
For pity of mine age, whose youth was spent 
In dangerous wars, whilst you securely slept; . 
For all my blood in Rome*s great quarrel shed^ 
For all the frosty nights that I have watch*d; 
And for. these bitter tears, which now you see 
Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheeks 3 
Be pitiful to my condemned sons. 
Whose souls are not corrupted as *tis thought ! 
For two and twenty sons I never wept. 
Because they died in honour*s lofty bed. 
For. these, these, tribunes, in the dust I write 

[Throwing himself on the ground. 
My heart's deep languor, and my souPs sad tears. 
Let my tears stanch the earrh*s dry appetite; 
My sons' sweet blood will make it shame and blush. 
[Exeunt Senators, Tribunes, SfC, with the prisoners, 
O earth ! I will befriend thee more with rain. 
That shall distil from these two ancient urns '^ 
Than youthful April shall with all his showers: 
In summer's drought, I'll drop upon thee still; 
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In winter, with warm tears I'll melt the snow, 
And keep eternal spring-time on thy face. 
So thou refuse to drink my dear sons* blood* 

Enter LuciuSj vnth his sword draam. 

O, reverend tribunes! gentle aged men ! 
Unbind my sons, reverse the doom of death | 
And let me say, that never wept before. 
My tears are now prevailing orators. 

Luc. O, noble Either, you lament in vainf 
The tribunes hear jaa not, no man b by. 
And you recount your sorrows to a stone. 

7^. Ah, Lucius, for thy bxothen let me plead: 
Grave tribunes, once more I entreat of you. 

Luc. My gracious lord, no tribune hears you speak. 

711^. Why, *tis no matter, man: if they did h^ur^ 
They would not mark me; or, if they did mark. 
All boodess to them, they*d not pity me. 
Tlierefore I tell my sorrows to the stones i 
Who, though they cannot answer my distress. 
Yet in some sort they're better than the tribunes. 
For that they will not intercept my tale : 
When I do weep, they humbly at my feet 
Receive my tears, and seem to weep with me; 
And, were they but attired in grave weeds, 
Rome could afibrd no tribune like to these. 
A stone is soft as wax, tribunes more hard than stooei: 
A stone is silent, and ofiendeth not; 
And tribunes with their tongues doom men to death* 
Rut who-efore stand'st thou with thy weapoa dnnm? 
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Luc. To rescue ray two brothen from their death : 
For which attempt^ the judges have pronounc*d 
My everhsting doom of banishment. 

Tit. O happy man ! they have befriended thee. 
Why, foolish Lucius, dost thou not perceive^ 
That Rome is but a wilderness of tigers ? 
Tigers must prey 5 and Rome afibrds no prey. 
But me and mine : How happy art thou then^ 
From these devourers to be banished ? 
But who comes with our brother Marcus here? 

Enter Marcus and Layikia. 

Mar. Htus, prepare thy noble eyes to weep^ 
Or, if not so, thy noble heart to breakj 
I bring consuming sorrow to thine age. 

Tit. Will it consume me ? let me see it then« 

Mar. This was thy daughter. 

Tii. Why, Marcus^ so she b.. 

Luc. Ah me! this object kills me! 

T$t» Fainthearted boy, arise, and look upcm her :^— 
Speak, my Lavinia, what accursed hand 
Hath made thee handless in thy fiither's sight? 
What fool hath added water to the sea? 
Or brought a feggot to bright-burning Troy ? 
My grief was at the height, before thou cam'st. 
And now, like Nilus, it disdaineth bounds.— 
Give roe a sword, 1*11 chop off my hands too'^$ 
For they have fought for Rome, and all in vain; 
And they have nurs'd this woe, in feeding lifej 
In bootless prayer have they been held up. 
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And they have terv*d me to effectless use: 
Now, all the service I require of them 
Is, that the one will help to cut the other. — 
Tis well, Lavinia, that thou hast no hands; 
For hands^ to do Rome service, are but vain. 

Luc. Speak, gentle sister, who hath martjr'd thee? 

Mar. O, that delightful engine of her thoughts. 
That blab*d them with such pleasing eloquence. 
Is torn from forth that pretty hollow cage ; 
Where, like a sweet melodious bird, it sung ' 
Sweet varied notes, enchanting every ear ! 

Luc. O, say thou for her, who hath done this deed? 

Mar, O, thus I found her, straying in the park. 
Seeking to hide herself ^ as doth the deer. 
That hath receiv*d some unrecuring wound. 

Tit. It was my deer*^; and he, that wounded her. 
Hath hurt me more, than had he kill*d me dead : 
For now I stand as one upon a rock, 
£nviron*d with a wilderness of sea; 
Who marks the waxing tide grow wave by wave, 
Expecting ever when some envious surge 
Will in his brinish bowels swallow him. 
This way to death my wretched sons aie gonej 
Here stands my other son, a banish*d man; 
And here my brother, weeping at my woes; 
But that, which gives my soul the greatest spurn. 
Is dear Lavinia, dearer than my soul. — 
Had I but seen thy picture in thb plight. 
It would have madded me; What shall I do 
Now I behold thy lively body so ? 
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Hiou hast no hands^ to wipe away thy tears; 
Nor tongue^ to tell me who hath inartyr*d thee : 
Thy husband he is dead; and^ for his deaths 
Thy brothers are condemn*d> and dead by this: — 
Look, Marcus ! ah, son Lucius, look on her ! 
When I did name her brothers, then fresh tears 
Stood on her cheeks; as doth the honey dew 
Upon a gather*d lily almost wither*d« 

Mar. Perchance, she weeps because they kill'd her 
husband: 
Perchance, because she knows them innocent. 

Tit. If they did kill thy husband, th^n be joyful. 
Because the law hath ta*en revenge on them. — 
No, no, they would not do so foul a deed; 
Witness the sorrow that their sister makes.— 
Gentle Lavinia, let me kiss thy lips; 
Or make some sign how I may do thee ease : 
Shall thy good uncle, and thy brother Lucius, 
And thou, and I, sit round about some fountain; 
Looking all downwards, to behold our cheeks 
How they are stain*d; like meadows, yet not dry 
With miry slime left on them by a flood ? 
And in the, fountain shall we gaze so long. 
Till the fresh taste be taken from that clearness. 
And made a brine-pit with our bitter tears ? 
Or shall we cut away our hands, like thine ? 
Or shall we bite our tongues, and in dumb shows 
Pass the remainder of our hateful days ? 
What shall we do ? let us, that have our tongues. 
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Plot some device of furtber voMiery, 

To make at wonder*d at in tiroe to come. 

Luc. Sweet fiither, cease your tears; for, atjoor 
grief. 
See, how my wretched sister sobs axxl weeps. 

Mar. Patience, dear niece : — good Titus, diy thine 
eyes. 

Tit. Ah, Marcos, Marcos! brother, wdl I wot. 
Thy napkin cannot drink a tear of mine. 
For thoo, poor man, hast drown*d it with thine own. 

Luc. Ah, my Lavinia, I will wipe thy cheeks. 

Tit, Mark, Marcos, mark! I understand her signs: 
Had she a tongoe to speak, now would she say 
That to her brother which I said to thee ; 
His napkin, with his true tears all bewet. 
Can do no service on her sorrowful cheeks. 
O, what a sympathy of woe is this! 
As &r from help as limbo is from bliss. 

Enter Aaron. 

j^cr. Titos Andronicos, my lord the emperor 
Sends thee this word, — That, if thoo love thy sons. 
Let Marcus, Lucius, or thyself, old Titus, 
Or any one of you, chop o£f your hand. 
And send it to the king : he for the same. 
Will send thee hither both thy sons alive; 
And that shall be the ransom for their &ult. 

7W. O, gracious emperor! O, gentle Aaron ! 
Did ever raven sing so like a lark. 
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That gives sweet tidings of the stints ttpiise? 
With ail my hearty I'll send the emperor 
My hand 3 
Good Aaron, wilt thou help to chop it off? 

Luc. Stay, ftther^ for that noble hand of thine^ 
That hath thrown down so many enemies. 
Shall not be sent^ my hand will serve the turn : 
My youth can better spare my blood than you ; 
And therefore mine shall save my brothers* lives. 

Mar. Which of your hands hath not defended 
Rome, 
And rear*d aloft the bloody battle-ax. 
Writing destruction on the enemy's castle " ? 
O, none of both but are of high desert: 
My hand hath been but idle -, let it serve 
To ransom my two nephews from their death } 
Then have I kept it to a worthy end. 

Aar, Nay, come agree, whose hand shall go along. 
For fear they die before their pardon come. 

Mar. My hand shall go. 

Luc. By heaven, it shall not go. 

Tit. Sirs, strive no more; such wither'd herbs as 
these 
Are meet for plucking up, and therefore mine. 

Luc. Sweet Either, if I shall be thought thy son. 
Let me redeem my brothers both from death. 

Mar, And, for our father's sake^ and mother^s 
care. 
Now let me show a brother's love to thee. 

Tit. Agree between you 3 1 will spare my hand. 
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Luc. Then 1*11 go fetch an axe. 

Mar. But I will use the axe. 

[Exeunt Lucius and Marcut. 

Tit. Come hither, Aaron; Til deceive them bothj 
Lend me thy hand, and I will give thee mine. 

jiar. If that be calPd deceit. I will be honest. 
And never, whilst I live, deceive men so: — 
But 1*11 deceive you in another sort. 
And that you'll say, ere half an hour can pass. [Asidi. 

[He cuts off Titus's hand. 

Enter Lucius and Makcvs. 

Tit. Now, stay your strife; what shall be, is 
despatch*d.— 
Good Aaron, give his majesty my hand : 
Tell him, it was a hand that warded him 
From thousand dangers; bid him bury itj 
More hath it merited, that let it have. 
As for my sons, say, I account of them 
As jewels purchas*d at an easy price; 
And yet dear too, because I bought mine own. 

Aar. I go, Andronicus : and for thy hand. 
Look by and by to have thy sons with thee: — 
Their heads, I mean. — O, how this villainy [Aside. 
Doth fat me with the very thoughts of it ! 
Let fools do good, and fair men call for grace, 
Aaron will have his soul black like his face. [Exit. 

Tit. O, here I lift this one hand up to heaven. 
And bow this feeble ruin to the earth : 
If any power pities wretched tears. 
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To that I call :— What^ wUt thou kneel with me ? 

To Lavhua. 
Do then, dear hearty for heaven shall hear our 

prayers; 
Or with our sighs we'll breathe the welkin dim. 
And stain the sun with fog, as sometime clouds. 
When they do hug him in their melting bosoms. 

Mar, O ! brother, speak with possibilities. 
And do not break into these deep extremes. 

Tit, Is not my sorrow deep, having no bottom? 
Then be my passions bottomless with them. 

Mar, But yet let reason govern thy lament. 

Tit. If there were reason for these miseries. 
Then into limits could I bind my woes: 
When heaven doth weep, doth not the earth o*erflow? 
If the winds rage, doth not the sea wax mad. 
Threatening the welkin with his big-swoln face > 
And wilt thou have a reason for this coil ? 
I am the sea; hark, how her sighs do blow! 
She is the weeping welkin, I the earth : 
Then must my sea be moved with her sighs; 
Then must my earth with her continual tears 
Become a deluge, overflow'd and drown*d : 
For why ? my bowels cannot hide her woes. 
But like a drunkard must I vomit them. 
Then give me leave; for losers will have leave 
To ease their stomachs with their bitter tongues, 

• 

Enter a Messenger, with two heads and a hand. 
Mess, Worthy Andronicus, ill art thou rep^d 
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For that good hand thoa 8end*9t the emperor. 
Here are the heads of thy two noble sons; 
And here*s thy hand^ in aoom to thee sent back) 
Thy griefs their sports^ thy resolution mock*d : 
That woe is me to think upon thy woes> 
More than remembrance of my father's death* 

Mar, Now let hot ^tna cool in Sicily, 
And be my heart an ever-burning hell ! 
These miseries are more than may be borne ! 
To weep with them that weep doth ease some deal, 
But sorrow flouted at is double death. 

Luc. Ah, that this sight should make so deep a 
wound. 
And yet detested life not shrink thereat! 
That ever death should let life bear his name. 
Where life hath no more interest but to breathe ? 

{^Lavima kisses Atm. 

Mar. Alas, poor heart, that kiss is comfortless. 
As frozen water to a starved snake. 

Tit* When will this fearful slumber have an end? 

Mar. Now, farewell, flattery: Die, Andronicus; 
Thou dost not slumber: see, thy two sons* heads; 
Thy warlike hand; thy manned daughter here; 
Thy other banish'd son, with this dear sight 
Struck pale and bloodless; and thy brother, I, 
Even like a stony image, cold and numb. 
Ah! now no more will I control thy griefi: 
Rent off thy silver hair, thy other hand 
Gnawing with thy teeth; and be this dismal sight 
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Hie closing up of our most wxetcfaed eyes ! 
Now is a time to stocm; why art thod still ? 

Tit. Ha, ha, ha! 

Mar, Why dost thoa laugh ! it fits not with thishoor^ 

Tit. Why, I have not anodier tear to shed: 
Besides, this sorrow is an enemy. 
And would usurp upon my watiy eyes. 
And make them blind with tributary tears; 
Then whidi way sludl I find revenge's cave? 
For these two heads do seem to speak to me; 
And threat me, I shall never come to bliss, 
Tdl all these mischiefs be letum'd again. 
Even in their throats that have committed them. 
Come, let me see what task I have to do.— 
You heavy people, circle me about; 
That I may turn me to each one of you. 
And swear unto my soul to right your wrongs. 
The vow is made. — Come, brother, take a head; 
And in this hand the other will I bear: 
Lavinia, thou shalt be emplc^red in these things; 
Bear thou my hand, sweet wench, between thy teeth. 
As for thee, boy, go, get thee from my sight; 
Thou art an exile, and thou must not stay : 
Hie to the Goths, and raise an army there: 
And, if you love me, as I think you do. 
Let's kiss and part, for we have much to do. 

{^Exeunt Titw, Marcus, and Lavinia, 

Luc. Farewell, Andronicus, my noble fether; 
The woeful'st man that ever liv*d in Rome ! 
Farewell, proud Rome ! till Lucius come agaip. 
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He leaves his pledges dearer than his life* 

Farewell, Lavinia^ my. noble sister; 

O^ 'would thou wert as thou *tofoFe hast been ! 

But now nor Lucius, nor Lavinia lives. 

But in oblivion, and hatefiil griefs* 

If Lucius live, he will requite your wrongs; 

And make proud Satuminus and his empress 

Beg at the gates, like Tarquin and his queen. 

Now will I to the Goths, and raise a power^ 

To be reyeng*d on Rome and Saturnine. [Erif. 

'^SCENE II. 

A Room in Titus's House. A banquet set out. 

£ii/rr Titus, Marcus, Lavinia, and young his- 

CI us, a boy. 

Tit. So, so; now sit: and look, you eat no more 
Than will preserve just so much strength in us 
As will revenge these bitter woes of ours. 
Marcus, unknit that sorrow-wreathen knot; 
Thy niece and I, poor creatures, want our hands 
And cannot passionate our tenfold grief 
With folded arms. This poor right hand of mine 
Is left to tyrannize upon my breast; 
And when my heart, all mad with misery. 
Beats in this hollow prison of my flesh. 
Then thus I thump it down. — 
Thou map of woe, that thus dost talk in signs! 

[To LacUda. 
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When Hbj poor heart beats with outrageous beating. 
Thou canst not strike it thus to make it still. 
Wound it with sighing, girl, kill it with groans; 
Or get some little knife between thy teeth. 
And just against thy heart make thou a hole; 
That all the tears that thy poor eyes let Mi, 
May run into that sink, and soaking in. 
Drown the lamenting fool in sea-salt tears. 

Mar. Fye, brother, fye! teach her not thus to lay 
Such violent hands upon her tender life. 

Tit. How now ! has sorrow made thee dote already? 
Why, Marcus, no man should be mad but I. 
What violent hands can she lay on her life ? 
Ah, wherefore dost thou urge the name of hands ;»- 
To bid iEneas tell the tale twice o*er. 
How Troy was burnt, and he made miserable ? 
0, handle not the theme, to talk of hands; 
Lest we remember still, that we have none.— 
Fye, Fye, how frantickly I square my talk ! 
As if we should forget we had no hands. 
If Marcus did not name the wonl of hands! — 
Come, let*s fall to; and, gentle girl, eat this: — 
Here is no drink! Hark, Marcus, what she says; — 
I can interpret all her martyr*d signs;— > 
She says, she drinks no other drink but tears, 
Brew*d with her sorrows, mesh*d upon her cheeks:— 
Speechless complainer, I will learn thy thought; 
In thy dumb action will I be as perfect. 
As begging hermits in their holy prayers : 
Thou shalt not sigh, nor hold thy stumps to heaven. 
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Nor wink, nor nod, nor kneel, nor make a Bign^ 

But I, of these, will rest an alphabet. 

And, by still practice^, learn to know thy meaning. 

Boy. Good gnuxkire, leave these bitter deep la^ 
ments: 
Make my aunt m^ry with some pleasing tale. 

Mar. Alas, the tender boy, in passion mov'd. 
Doth weep to see his grandsire's heaviness. 

Tit. Peace, tender saplings thou art made oitean. 
And tears will quickly melt thy life away.— 

[Marcus strikes ike dish vdih a hnfe» , 
What dost thou strike at, Marcus, with thy knife ? 

Mar. At that that I have kill*d, my lord; a fly. 

Tit. Out on thee, murderer! thou kill'st my heart ; 
Mine eyes are cloy*d with view of tyranny : 
A deed of death, done on the innocent. 
Becomes not Titus' brother 3 Get diee gone 5 
I see, thou art not for my company. 

Mar. Alas, my lord, I have but killed a fly. 

Tit. But how, if that fly had a &ther and mother? 
How woidd he hang his slender gilded wings. 
And buz lamendi^ doings^^ in the air ? 
Poor harmless fly ! 

Hiat with his pretty buzzing melody. 
Came here to make us roeny; and thou hast kill*d 
him. 

Mar. Paidon, me, sir; *twas a black ill-£ivour*d 

Lake to the empreu' Moor} therefoie I kill'd him. 
TU. O, O, O, 
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Then pardon me for reprehending thee. 
For thou hast done a charitable deed. 
Give me thy knife> I will insult on him> 
Flattering myself, as if it were the Moor, 
Come hither purposely to poison me.<— 
There's for thyself, and that's for Tamora.-— 
Ah, sirrah !— 

Yet I do think we are not brought so low> 
But that, between us, we can kill a fly. 
That comes in likeness of a coal-black Moor. 

Mar, Alas, poor man! grief has so wrought oH 
him. 
He takes false shadows for true substances. 
. Tit. Come, take away. — Lavinia, go with me : 
1*11 to thy closet} and go read with thee 
Sad stories, chanced in the times of old.— - 
Come, boy, and go with me; thy sight is young. 
And thou shalt read, when mine begins to dazzle. 

[Exeunt, 
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ACT IV. SCENE I. 

The Same. Before Titus's House. 

Enter Titus and Marcus. Then enter young Lv- 
CIU84 Lavinia running after him. 

Boy. Help, grandsire^ help! my aunt Lavinia 
Follows me every where, I know not why: — 
Good uncle Marcus, see how swift she comi^ ! 
Alas, sweet aunt, I know not what you mean. 

Mar. Stand by me, Lucius ; do not fear thine aunt. 

Tit. She loves thee, boy, too well to do thee harm. 

Boy. Ay, when my father was in Rome, she did. 

Mar. What means my niece Lavinia by these 
signs ? 

Tit. Faar her not, Lucius:— Somewhat doth she 
mean: 
See, Lucius, see, how much she makes of thee : 
Somewhither would she have thee go with her. 
Ah, boy, Cornelia never with more care 
Read to her sons, than she hath read to thee^ 
Sweet poetry, and Tully*s Orator. 
Canst thou not guess wherefore she plies thee thus ? 

Boy. My lord, I know not, I, nor can I guess. 
Unless some fit or frenzy do possess her : 
For I have heard my grandsire say fiiU ofl. 
Extremity of griefs would make men mad; 
And I have read, that Hecuba of Troy 
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Ran mad through sorrow : That made me to fearj 
Although^ my lordj I know/ my noble aunt 
Loves me as dear as e*er my mother did> 
And would not^ but in fiiry, fright my youth : 
Which made me down to throw my books, and fly) 
Causeless, perhaps: But pardon me^ sweet aunt: 
And, madam, if my uncle Marcus go, 
I will most willingly attend your ladyship*' 
Mar. Lucius, I will. 

[Laioima turns over the booh 
which Lucius has ietfalL 
Tit. How now, Lavinia ? — ^Marcus, what means this ? 
Some book there is that she desires to see: — 
Whiqh is it, girl, of these? — Open them, boy.— 
But thou art deeper r^d, and better skill'd) 
Come, and take choice of all my library; 
And so beguile thy sorrow, till the heavens 
Reveal the damn*d contriver of this deed.— > 
Why lifb she up her arms in sequence thus ? 
Mar, I think, she means> that there was more 
than one 
Confederate in the fact 3 — Ayj more there was 1 — 
Or else to heaven she heaves them for revenge. 
Tit, Lucius, what book is that she tosseth so? 
Boy, Grandsire, *tis Ovid*s Metamorphosis; 
My mother gav't me. • 

Mar. For love of her that's gone. 

Perhaps she cull*d it fixnn among the rest. 
Tit. Soft! see, how busily she tttms the leaves! 
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Help her:— 

What would she find?— Lavinia, shall I read? 

This is the tragick tale of Philomel^ 

And treats of Tereus* treason, and his rape j 

And rape, I fear, was root of thine annoy. 

Mar, See, brother, see} note, how she quotes the 
leaves. 

Tit. Lavinia, wert thou thus surpriz*d, sweet girl, 
Ravish*d, and wrong*d, as Philomela was. 
Forced in the ruthless, vast, and gloomy woods ? — 
See, see! 

Ay, such a place there is, where we did hunt, 
(O, had we never, never, hunted there !) 
Pattem*d by that the poet here describes. 
By nature made for murders, and for rapes. 

Mar, O, why should nature build so foul a den. 
Unless the gods delight in tragedies ! 

Tit, Give signs, sweet girl,^ — for here are none bat 
friends,— 
What Roman lord it was durst do the deed : 
Or slunk not Saturnine, as Tarquin erst. 
That left the camp to sin in Lucrece* bed? 

Mar, Sit down, sweet niece; — brother, sit down 
by me.— 
Apollo, Pallas, Jove, or Mercury, 
Inspire me, that I may this treason find ?— 
My lord, look here ; — loc^ here, Lavinia-: 
Thb sandy plot is plain -, guide, if thou canst. 
This after me, when I have writ my name 
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Without the help of any hand at all. 

[He writes his name xoith his st(0^, and 
guides it with his feet and mouths 
Curs*d be thdt heart, that forc*d us to this shift!— 
Write thoUy gpod niece; and here display, at last. 
What God will haye discover*d for revenge: 
Heaven guide thy pen to print thy sorrows plain. 
That we may know the traitors, and the truth ! 

[She takes the staff in her mouth, andguidei 
it with her stumps, and writes. 

Tit, O, do you read, my lord^ what she hath writ? 
Sttqnum — Chiron — Demetrius. 

Mar, What, what!-— the lustful sonsofTamora 
Performers of this heinous, bloody deed } 

Tit, Magne Dominator poU, 
Tarn letUus audis sceleraf tarn lentus videsf 

Mar, O, calm thee, gentle lord! although, I know> 
There is enough written upon this earth. 
To stir a mutiny in the mildest thoughts. 
And arm the minds of intuits to exclaims. 
My lord, kneel down with me; Lavinia, kned; 
And kneel, sweet boy, the Roman Hector's hope; 
And swear with me, — as with the woful feere**. 
And &ther, of that chaste dishonour^ dame^ 
Lord Junius Brutus sware for Lucrece* rape,^- 
That we will prosecute, by good advice. 
Mortal revenge upon these traitorous Goths, 
And see their blood, or die with this reproach* 

Tit, Tis sure enough, an you knew how. 
But if you hurt these bear-whelps, then beware; . 



igo ITTUS ANDRONICUS. 

The dam will wakis) and, if she wind you once, 

She*8 with the lion deeply still in league. 

And lulls him whilst she playeth on her back. 

And, when he sleeps, will she do what she list 

You*re a young huntsman, Marcus ^ let it alone | 

And, come, I will go get a leaf of brass. 

And with a gad of steel will write these words. 

And lay it hf : the angry northern wind 

Will blow these sands, like Sybil's leaves, abroad. 

And whereas your lesson then ? — Boy, what say you? 

Bojf. I say, my lord, that if I were a man. 
Their mother's bed-chamber should not be safe 
For these bad-bondmen to the yoke of Rome. 

Mar. Ay, that's my boy ! thy father hath full ofl 
For thb ungrateful country done the like. 

Boy. And, uncle, so will I, an if I live. 
. TiV. Come, go with me into mine armoury j 
Lucius, I'll fit thee ; and withal, my boy 
Shall carry from me to the empress' sons 
Presents, thatl intend to send them both s 
Come, come; thou'lt do thy message, wilt thou not? 

Boy, Ay, with my dagger in their bosoms, grand* 
sire. 

Tit. No, boy, not so; 111 teach thee another 
course. 
Lavinia, come: — Marcus^ look to my house; 
Lucius and 1*11 go brave it at the court; 
Ay, marry, will we, sir; and we'll be waited on. 

[^Exeunt Tihu, Lavinia, and Boy, 

Mar, O heavens, can you hear a good man groan. 
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And not relent^ or not compassion him? 

Marcos^ attend him in his ecstasy; 

That hath more scars of sorrow in his heart. 

Than foe-men's marks upon his batter*d shield: 

Bat yet so just, that he will not revenge:— 

Revenge the heavens for old Andronicus*'! [£fif. 

SCENE II. 

The Same, A Koom in the Palace. 

Enter Aarov, Chiron, and Demetrius, at one 
door; at another door, young Lucius, and an At'- 
tendant, mth a bundle of iceapons, and verses writ 
upon them, 

Chi. Demetrius, here's the son of Lucius 3 
He hath some message to deliver to us. 

Aar. Ay, some mad message from his mad grand- 
&ther. 

Boy. My lords, with all the humbleness I may, 
I g^reet your honours from Andronicus; — 
And pray the Roman gods, confound you both, 

lAside, 

Dem, Gramercy, lovely Lucius: What's the news? 

Boy, That you are both decypher*d, that's the news. 
For villains mark'd with rape. [^AsideJ] May it please 

you. 
My grandsire, well-advis'd, hath sent by me 
The goodliest weapons of his armouiy. 
To gratify your honourable youth. 
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The hope of Rome j for so he bade me say^ 
And 80 I do^ and with his gifb present 
Your lordships; that whenever you have need. 
You may be armed and appointed well : 
And so I leave you both, lAsideJ] like bloody villains* 

[Exeunt Boy and Attendant* 
Dem, What*s here? A scroll ; and written round 

about? 
Lefs see; 

Integer vita, scelerisque purus, 
J^on eget Mauri jacuUs, neque arcu, 

Chi. O, 'tis a verse in Horace; I know it well : 
I read it in the grammar long ago. 
Aar, Ay, just! — a verse in Horace;— right, you 

have it. 
Now, what a thing it is to be an ass ! 
Here*s no sound jest! the old man hath 

found their guilt^^ 
And sends the weapons wrapped about with 

lines. 
That wound, beyond their feeling, to the 

qtiick^ .. ) 
But were our witty empress well a-foot. 
She yfovld applaud Andronicus* conceit. 
^tU let her rest, in -her unrest awhile,— 
And now, young lords, was*t not a happy star 
Led us to Rome, strangers, and, more than w>. 
Captives, to be advanced to this height? . 
It did me good,,beibre the palace, gate 
To brave the tribune in his btother^s hearing. 
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Dtm. But me more good» to see to great a lord 
Basely insinuate^ and send us gifb. 

Aar, Had he not reason^ lord Demetrius ? 
Did 70U not use hia daughter very friendly ? 

Dcm. I would^ we had a thousand Roman dames 
At such a bay, by turn to serve our lust. 

Chi. A charitable wish, and full of love. 

Aar, Here lacks but your mother for to say amen. 

Cki. And that would she for twenty thousand 
more. 

Dem, Come, let us go; and pray to all the gods 
For our beloved mother in her pains. 

Aar. Pray to the devils) the gods have given us 
o'er. lAside, Flourish. 

Dem. Why do the emperor's trumpets flourish 
thus? 

Chi. Belike, for joy the emperor hath a son. 

Dem. Soft; who comes here? 

Enter a Nurse, with a Black-a-moor Child in her arms, 

Nur, Good morrow, lords: 

O, tell me, did you tee Aaron the Moor ? 

Aar. Well, moie, or less, or ne'er a whit at all. 
Here Aaion is ; and what with Aaron now ? 

Nur. O gentle Aaron, we are all undone ! 
Now help, or woe betide thee evermore ! 

Aar. Why, what a caterwauling dost thou keep? 
What dost thou wrap and fumble in thine arms? 

Nur, O, that which I would hide £pom heaven's 

• > 
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Our empreas* 8bame> aod.stately Rome's disgrace; 
She is delivered, lords^ she is deliver*d. 

Aar. To whom? 

Nur. I mean, she*s brought to bed. 

jiar. Well, God 

Give her good rest! What hath he seat her? 

Nur. A deril. 

Aar. Why, then she's the devil's dam 5 a joyful 
issue. 

Nur. A joyless, dismal, black, and sorrowfvd issue: 
Here is the babe, as loathsome as a toad 
Amongst the direst breeders of our dime. 
The empress sends it thee, thy stamp, thy seal. 
And bids thee christen it with thy dagger's point 

Aar, Out, out, you whore! is black so base a 
hue?— 
Sweet blowse, you are a beauteous blossom, sure. 

Dem. Villain, what hast thou done ? 

Aar. Done ! that which thou 

Canst not undo. 

Cii. Thou hast undone our mother. 

Aar. Villain, I have done thy mother. 

J)em. And therein, hellish dog, thou hast undone. 
Woe to hex chance, and danm'd her loathed choice ! 
Accurs'd'the offspring of so foul a fiend! 

Chi. It shaOl not live. 

Aar. It shall not die. 

Nur. Aaron, it must; the modier wills it so. 

Aar. What, must it, nurse? then let no man, batl> 
So execution on my flesh and blood 
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Dan. ^m brooch the tadpole on my rapier^s 
point : 
Nnne^ give it roe; my sword shall soon despatch it. 

^ar. Sooner this sword shall plough thjr bowels up* 
[Takes the child from the Nurse, and draws^ 
Stay, murderous villains ! will jou kill jrour brother? 
Now, by the burning tapers of the sky. 
That shone so brightly when this boy was got. 
He dies upon my scymitar*s sharp point. 
That touches this my first-bom son and heir! 
I tell you, younglings, not Encekdus, 
With all his threat'ning band of Tyi^on*s broody 
Nor great Alcides, nor the god of war. 
Shall seize this prey out of his father's hands. 
What, what; ye sanguine, shaUow-hearted boys! 
Ye white-lim*d walls ! ye alehouse painted signs ! 
Coal-black is better than another hue. 
In that it scoma to bear another hud: 
For all the water in the ocean 
Can never turn a swan's black legs to white. 
Although she lave them hourly in the flood.— 
Tell the empress from me, I am of age 
To keep mine own; excuse it how she can. 

Dem. Wilt thou betray thy noble mistress thus) 

Aar. My mistress is my mistress; this, myself; 
The vigour, and the picture of my youth : 
This, before all the world, do I prefer; 
This, maugre all the world, will I keep safe. 
Or some of you shall smoke foi* it in Rome. 



198 TITUS ANDRONICUS. 

Don, By this our mother is for ever 8ham*<L 

Clu, Rome will despise her for this foul escape. 

Nvr, The emperor^ in his rage> will doom her 
death. 

Chi. I blush to think upon this ignomy. 

Aar, Why there^s the privilege your beauty bears : 
Fie^ treacherous hue ! that will betray with blushing 
The close enacts and counsels of the heart ! 
Here*s a young lad fram*d of another leer: 
Look, how the black slave smiles upon the Either ^ 
As who should saj. Old lad, I ant thine awn. 
He is your brother, lords; sensibly fed 
Of that self-blood that first gave life to you; 
And, from that womb, where you imprison'd were. 
He is enfrandiised and come to light : 
Nayi heV your brother by the surer side. 
Although my seal be stamped in his fece. 

Nur, Aaron, what shall I say unto the empress ? 

Dem. Advise thee, Aaron, what is to be done. 
And we will all subscribe to thy advice > 
Save thou the child, so we noiay all be safe. 

Aar. Then sit we down, and let us all consult. 
My son and I will have the wind of you : 
Keep there : Now talk at pleasure of your safety.' 

[They sit on the grounds 

Dem, How many women saw this child of his ? 

Aar. Why, so, brave lords; When we all join in 
league, 
I am a lamb : but if you brave the Moor, 
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The chafed boar, the mountain lioness. 
The ocean swells not so as Aaron storms.-— 
But, say again, how many saw the child ^ 

Nur. Cornelia the midwife, and myself 
And no one else, but the dellver'd empress. 

Jar, The emperess, the midwife, and yourself : 
Two may keep counsel, when the third's away: 
Go to the empress; tell her, this I said : — 

[Stabbing her, 
Weke, weke!— so cries a pig, prepared to the spit 

Denu What mean'st thou, Aaron? Wherefore didst 
thou this? 

Aar. O, lord, sir, 'tis a deed of policy? 
Shall she live to betray this guilt of ours ? 
A long-tongu*d babbling gossip ? no, lords, no. 
And now be it known to you my full intent. 
Not fax, one Muliteus lives, my countryman. 
His wife but yesternight was brought to bed; 
His child is like to her, fair as you are: 
Go pack witti him*^ and give the mother gM, 
And tell them both the circumstance of all 5 
And how by this their child shall be advanced. 
And be received for the emperor*s heir. 
And substituted in the place of mine. 
To calm this tempest whirling in the court; 
And let the emperor dandle him for his own. 
Hark ye, lords; ye see, that I have given herpby- 
sick, [Pointing to the Nurse, 

And you must needs bestow her funeral; 
The fields are near, and you are gallant grooms : 
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This done, see that you take no longer days. 
But send the midwife presently to me. 
The midwife, ffiid the nurse, well made away. 
Then let the ladies tattle what they please. 

Chi, Aaron, I see, thou wilt not trust the air 
With secrets. 

Dcm. For this care of Tamora, 

Herself, and hers, are highly bound to thee. 

[Exeunt Dan, and Chi. bearing of the Nurse. 

Aar. Now to the Goths, as swift as swallow flies; 
There to dispose this treasure in mine arms, ^ 

And secretly to greet the empress' friends. — 
Come on, you thick-lipp*d slave, 1*11 bear you hence; 
For it is you that puts us to our shifts : 
1*11 make you feed on berries, and on roots. 
And feed on curds and whey, and suck the goat. 
And cabin in a cave ; and bring you up 
To be a warrior, and command a camp. {Exit, 

SCENE III. 

The Same. A publick Place. 

Enter Titus, bearing arrows, with letters at the endi 
of them; with him Marcus, young Lucius, and 
other gentlemen, with bows. 

Tit, Come, Marcus, come; — ^Kinsmen, this is the 
way:— 
Sir boy, now let me see your archery ; 
Look ye draw home enough^ and 'tis there straight : 
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Terras Aitrcta reHquit: — 

Be yoa remember*d> Marcus^ she*8 gone^ she's fled. . 

Sir, take you to your tools. You> cousins, shall 

Caro sound the ocean, and cast your nets; 

Happily you may find her in the sea; 

Yet there's as little justice as at land : — 

No; Publius and Sempronius, you must do it; 

'TIS you must dig with mattock, and with spade. 

And pierce the inmost center of the earth : 

Then, when you come to Pluto's region, 

I pray you, deliver him this petition: 

Tell him, it is for justice, and for aid^ 

And that it comes from old Andronicus, 

Shaken with sorrows in ungratefid Rome.-— 

Ah, Rome! — Well, well; I made thee miserable. 

What time I threw the people's sufirages 

On him that thus doth tyrannize o*er me. — 

Go, get you gone ; and pray be careful all. 

And leave you not a man of war unsearch*d; 

This wicked emperor may have shipp*d her hence, • 

And, kinsmen, then we may go pipe for justice. 

Mar, O, Publius, is not this a heavy case. 
To see thy noble uncle thus distract ? 

Pub. Tlierefore, my lord, it highly us concerns. 
By day and night to attend him carefully; 
And feed his humour kindly as we may. 
Till time beget some careful remedy. 

Mar^ Kinsmen, his sorrows are past remedy. 
Join with the Gtoths; and with revengeful war . 
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Take wreak on Rome for this ingratitude. 
And vengeance on the traitor Saturnine. 

Tit, Publius^ how now ? how now> my masters ? 
What, 
Have you met with her ? 

Pub, No, my good lord; but Pluto sends you word 
If you will have revenge from hell, you shall : 
Marry, for Justice, she is so employed. 
He thinks, with Jove in heaven, or somewhere else. 
So that perforce you must needs stay a time. 

Tit, He doth me wrong, to feed me with delays, 
ril dive into the^ burning lake below. 
And pull her put of Acheron by the heels.— 
Marcus, we are but shrubs, no cedars we; 
No 1;>ig*bon*d men, fram'd of the Cyclops* size : 
But metal, Marcus, steel to the very back; 
Yet wrung with wrongs, more than our backs can 

bear:— 
And, sith there is no justice in earth nor hell. 
We will solicit heaven; and move the gods. 
To send down justice for to wreak o\ir wrongs : 
Come, to this gear. You are a good archer, Marcus. 

[He gives them the arrawi. 
Ad Jovem, thafs for you: — Here, ad Apolmem:'^ 
Ad Martem, that's for myself;— 
Here, boy, to Pallas: — Here, to Mercuiy: 
To Saturn, Caius, not to Saturnine,-— 
You were as good to shoot against the wind.— 
To it, boy. Marcus, loose when I bid; 
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C my w6rd, I have written to effect; 
There's n6t a god left unsolicited. 

Mar. Kinsmen^ shoot all your shafts into the court : 
We will afflict the emperor in his pride. 

Tit. NoW^ masters, draw. ITkey shoot,'] O, well 
said, Lucius! 
43ood boy, ill Virgo's lap; give it Pallas. 

Mar. My lord, I aim a mile beyond the moon; 
Your letter is with Jupiter by this. 

Tit. Ha ! Publius, PuUius, what hast thou done ! 
See, see, thou hast shot off one of Taurus* horns. 

Mar. This was the sport, my lord; when Publius 
shdt. 
The bull being gall*d, gave Aries such a knock 
That down fell both the ram*s home in the court; 
And who should find them but the empress* villain? 
She lau;g^*d, and told the Moor, he should not choose 
But give them to his master for a present. 

Tit, Why, there it goes: God give your lordship 
joy. 

Enter a Clown, with a basket and txvo pigeoni. 

News, news from heaven ! Marcus, the post is come. 
Sirrah, what tidings? have you any liters? 
Shall I have justice ? what says Jupiter ? 

Cb. Ho! the gibbet-maker? he says, that he hath 
taken them down again, for the man must not be 
hang*d till the next week. 

Tit. But what says Jupiter^ I aak thee? 

VOL. X. P 
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Clo, Alas, sir^ I know not Joplter ; I never drank 
with him in all my life. 

Tit. Why, villain, art not thou the carrier? 

Clo. Ay, of my pigeons, sir; nothing else. 

Tit. Why, didst thou not come from heaven ? 

Clo. From heaven? alas, sir, I never came there: 
God forbid, I should be so bold to press to heaven 
in my young days. Why, I am going with my pi- 
geons to the tribunal plebs, to take up a matter of 
brawl betwixt my uncle and one of the emperial*s 
men. 

Mar. Why, sir, that is as fit as can be, to serve for 
your oration; and let him deliver the pigeons to the 
emperor ftom you. 

Tii. Tell me, can you deliver an oration to the 
emperor with a grace ? 

Clo. Nay, truly, sir, I could never say grace in all 
my life. 

Tit. Sirrah, come hither; make no more ddo. 
But give your pigeons to the emperor : 
By me thou shalt have justice at his hands. 
Hold, hold; — mean while, here*s money for thy 

charges. 
Give me a pen and ink. — 
Sirrah, can you with a grace deliver a supplication ? 

Clo. Ay, sir. 

Tit. Then here is a supplication for you. And 
when you come to him, at the first approach, you 
must kneel; then kiss his foot; then deliver up jaar 
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{Ngeons; and then look for your reward*' I*il be at 
hand^ sir; see you do it bravely. 

Clo, I .warrant you^ sir; let me alone. 

Tit, Sirrah^ hast thou a knife ? Come^ let me see it^ 
Here, Marcus, fold it in the oration j 
For thou hast made it like an humble suppliant:— 
And when thou hast given it to the emp^or^ 
Knock at my door, and tell me what he says. 

Clo, God be with you, sir; I will. 

Tit, Come, Marcus^ let*s go :— ^Publius, follow me« 

lExeunt4 

SCENE IF, ' 

The Same. Before the Palace. 

inter SatuIininvs, Tamora, Chiron, Demb- 
TRiiJs, I/)rds and Others: Satvuvituvs with the 
arrows in his hand, that Titus shot. 

Sat. Why, lords, what wrongs are these? Wai 
ever seen 
An emperor of Rome thus overborne. 
Troubled, confronted thus; and, fbr the extent 
Of egal justice, us*d in such contempt? 
My lords, you know, as do the mightful gods. 
However these disturbers of our peace 
Buz in the people's ears, there nought hath pass'd^ 
But even with law, against the wilful sons 
Of old Andronicus. And what an if 
His sorrows have so overwhelm*d his wits^ 



*»v, 
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Shall we be thus afflicted in his wreaks. 

His fits, his frenzy, and his bitterness ? 

And now he writes to heaven for his redress: 

See, here*s to Jove, and this to Mercury; 

This to Apollo; this to the god of war: 

Sweet scrolls to fiy about the streets of Rome! 

What's this, but libelling against the senate. 

And blazoning our injustice every where ? 

A goodly humour, is it not, my lords? 

As who would say, in Rome no justice were. 

But, if I live, his feigned ecstasies 

Shall be no shelter to these outrages : 

But he and his shall know, that justice lives 

In Satuminus* health ; whom, if she sleep, 

He*ll so awake, as she in fury shall 

Cut off the proudest conspirator that lives. 

Tarn. My gracious lord, my lovely Saturnine, 
Lord of my life, commander of my thoughts. 
Calm thee, and l>ear the fiiults of Titus' age. 
The effects of sorrow for his valiant sons. 
Whose loss hath pierc'd him deep, and scared his 

heart; 
And rather comfort his distressed plight. 
Than prosecute the meanest, or the best. 
For these contempts. Why, thus it shall become 
High-witted Tamora to ^loze with all : ^Aside, 

But, Titus, I have touch'd thee to the quick. 
Thy life-blood out t if Aaron now be wise. 
Then is all safe, the anchor's in the port— 
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Enter Cloftvn, 

How now, good fellow ? would*st thou speak with lu ? 
Clo, Yes, fprsoothj an your mUtership he en^perial.. 
Tarn. Empress I am, but yonder sits the emperor* 
Clo. 'Tis he. — God, and saint Stephen, give you 
good den : I have brought you a letter, and a couple 
of pigeons here. iSatwninys reads the letter. 

Sat, Go, take him away, and hang him presently. 
Clo. How much money must I have ? 
Tarn. Come, sirrah, you must be hang'd« 
Clo. Hang*d! By'r lady, then I have brought up a 
neck to a hit end. [£^> guarded^ 

Sai. Despiteful and intolerable wrongs ! 
Shall I endure this monstrous villainy ? 
I know from whence this same device proceeds; 
May this be borne? — as if his traitorous sons^ 
That died by law for murder of our brother. 
Have by my means been butcher'd wrongfully p^-> 
Go, drag the villain hither by the hair; . 
Nor age, nor honour, shall shape privil^;^ :«- 
For this proud mock, 1*11 be thy slaughter-man; 
Sly firantick wretch, that hdp'st to make me great. 
In hope Myself should govern Rome and me. 

^ Enter JEmilivs. 

What news with thee, ^n^ilius? 
£nnl. Arm, arm^ my lords; Rome never had more 
cause! 

• • • 

The Goths have gather*d head; and with a power 
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Of high-resolver' men;, bept to the spoil. 
They hither march amain, under cond6ct 
Of Lucius, son to old Andronicns ; 
Who threats, in course of this revenge, to de 
As much as ever Coriolanus did. 

Satr Is warlike Lucius general of the Godis? 
These tidings nip me; and I hang the head 
As flowers with frost, or grass beat down with storms. 
Ay, now begin our sorrows to approach : 
^is he, the common people love so much; 
Myself hath often over-heard them say, 
(When I have walked like ^ private man,) 
That Lucius* banishment was wrongfully. 
And they have wisb*d that Lucius were their em* 
peror. 

Tarn. Why should yt)u ffear ? is not your city strong > 

Sat, Ay, but the citizens favour Lucius j 
And will revolt from me, to succour him. 

Tom. King, be thy thoughts imperious, like thy 
name. 
Is the sun dimmed, diat gnats do fly in it > 
The eagle suflers little birds to sing. 
And is Qpt careful what they mean thereby V 
Knowing, that with the shadow of his wings> 
He can at pleasure stint thejr melody : 
Even so may*8t thou the giddy men of Rome. 
Then cheer thy spirit: for know, thou emperor, 
I will enchant the old Andronicus, 
With words more sweet, and yet more dangerous, 
"fban baits to flsh, or honey-stalks to sheep ^; 
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When as the one is wounded with the bait. 
The other rotted with delicious feed. 

Sat, But he will not entreat his son for us. 

Tarn, If Tamora entreat him^ then he will: 
For I can smooth^ and fill his aged ear 
With golden promises j that were his heart 
Almost impregnable^ his old ears deaf. 
Yet should both ear and heart obey my tongue. — 
Go thou before, be our ambassador : 

[ToJSmiUut. 
Say, that the emperor requests a parley 
Of warlike Lucius, and appoint the meeting. 

Sat, ^milius, do this message honourably: 
And if he stand on hostage for his safety. 
Bid him demand what pledge will please him best. 

JEffdl. Your bidding shall I do effectually. 

lExit Mmliut, 

Tarn. Now will I to that old Andronicus) 
And temper him, with all the art I have. 
To pluck proud Lucius from the warlike Goths. 
And now, sweet emperor, be blithe again. 
And bury all thy fear in my devices. 

Sat. Then go successfully, and plead to him. 

l^Exevmt, 



910 TITUS ANDRO^OUSJ 



ACT V. SCENE I. 

Plahu near Rome, 

Enter Lucius, and Goths, with drum and colours, 

Luc. Approved warriors, and my faithfid hiends, 
I have received letters from great Rome, 
Which signify, what hate they bear their emperor^ 
And how desirous of our sight they are. 
Therefore, great lords, be, as your titles witness. 
Imperious, and impatient of your wrongs; 
And, wherein Rome hath done you any scatb. 
Let him make treble satis^tion. 

1 Goth. Brave slip, sprung fixnn the great An- 
dronicus. 
Whose name was once our terrmr, now our com- 

fortj 
Whose high exploits, and honourable deeds, 
Ingratefid Rome requites with foul contempt. 
Be bold in us: we*ll follow where thou lead'st, — 
Like stinging bees in hottest summer's day. 
Led by their master to the flower*d fields, — 
And be aveng*d on cursed Tamora. 

Goths. And, as he saith, so say we all with him. 

Luc. I humbly thank him, and I thank you all. 
But who comes here, led by a lusty Goth ? 
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Enter a Goth, leading Aakon^ with his child in his 

arms, 

2 Goth, Renowned Lucius, from our troops I 
stray'd. 
To gaze upon a ruinous monasteiy** ; 
And as I earnestly did fix mine eye 
Upon the wasted buildings suddenly 
I heard a child cry underneath a wall ; 
I made unto the noise ; when soon I heard 
The crying babe controlled with this discourse: 
Peace, tawny slave; half me, and half thy dam ! 
Did not thy hue bewray whose brat thou art. 
Had nature lent thee but thy mothers look. 
Villain, thou ndghfst have been an emperor: 
But where the bull and cow are both mUk»white, 
They never do beget a coal-black calf. 
Peace, villain, peace /—even thus he rates the babe,*- 
For I must bear thee to a trusty Goth; 
Who, when he knows thou art the empress* babe. 
Will hold thee dearly for thy mother's sake. 
With this, my weapon drawn, I rush'd upon him, 
Surpriz'd him suddenly ; and brought him hither. 
To use as you think needful of the man. 

Lvc, O worthy Groth ! this is the incarnate devil. 
That robb*d Andronicus of his good hand: 
This is the pearl that pleas'd your empress* eye i 
And here's th^ base fruit of his burning lust — 
Say, wall-ey*d slave, whither would'st thou convey 
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This growing image of thy fiend-like face ? 

Why dost not speak? What! deaf? No; not a 

word! 
A halter, soldiers ; hang him on this tree> 
And by his side his fruit of bastardy. 

jiar. Touch not the boy, he is of roya] blood. 

Luc. Too like the sire for ever being good. — 
First, hang the child, that be may see it sprawl; 
A sight to vex the fiither'9 soul withal. 
*^et me a ladder. 

I J ladder brought j which Aaron 
is obliged to ascend, 

jfar, Lucius, save the child; 

And bear it from me to the empress. 
If thou do this, 1*11 show thee wond'rous things. 
That highly may advantage thee to hear: 
If thou wilt not, befall what may befall, 
ril speak no more ; But vengeance rot you all ! 

Luc. Say on; and, if it please me which thou. 
8peak*st, 
Thy child shall live, and I will see it nourished. 

Jar, An if it please thee? why, assure thee, 
Lucius, 
Twill vex thy soul to hear what I shall speak; 
For I must talk of murders, rapes, and massacres. 
Acts of black night, abominable deeds, 
Complots of mischief, treason; villainies 
Buthful to hear, yet piteously per£:>im*d : 



TITUS ANDRONICUS. 2 1 * 

And this shall all be buried by my deaths 
Unless thou swear to me^ my child shall live. 

Luc, Tell on thy mind ; I say, thy child shall live. 

Aar, Swear, that he shall, and then I will begin. 

Luc. Who should I swear by ? thou believ'st no godj 
That granted, how canst thou believe an oath? 

Aar, What if I do not ? as, indeed, I do not : 
Yet, — for I know thou art religious. 
And hast a thing within thee, called conscience; 
With twenty popish tricks and ceremonies. 
Which I have seen thee careful to observe, — 
Therefore I urge thy oath; — For that, I know. 
An idiot holds his bauble for a god. 
And keeps the oath, which by that god he swears; 
To that rU urge him : —Therefore, thou shalt vow 
By that same god, what god soever it be^ 
That thou ador'st and hast in reverence, — 
To save my boy, to nourish, and bring him up; 
Or else I will discover nought to thee. 

Luc. Even by my god, I swear to thee, I will. 

Aar, First, know tbou> I begot him on the 
empress. 

Luc. O most insatiate, luxurious woman ! 

Aar, Tut, Lucius ! this was but a deed of charity. 
To that which thou shalt hear of me anon. 
^yv^s her two sons, that murder'd Bassianus : 
They cut thy sister's tongue, and ravish'd her. 
And cut her hands; and trimm'd her as thou saw'st. 

Luc, O, detestable villain ! call'st thou that trim- 
ming? 
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Jar. Why, she was wash*d^ and cat, and trimm'd; 
and 'twas 
Trim sport for them that had the doing of it. 

Luc, O, barbarous, beastly villains, like thyself! 

Aar. Indeed, I was their tutor to instruct them; 
That codding spirit had they firom their mother. 
As sure a card as ever won the set; 
That bloody mind, I think, they leam'd of me> 
^® As true a dog as ever fought at head. — 
Well, let my deeds be witness^ of my worth. 
I trained thy brethren to that guileful hole. 
Where the dead corpse of Bassianus lay : 
I wrote the letter that thy father found. 
And hid the gold withiu the letter mentlon*d. 
Confederate with the queen, and her two sons; 
And what not done, that thou hast cause to rue. 
Wherein I had no stroke of mischief in it? 
I play*d the cheater for thy father's hand; 
And, when I had it, drew myself apart. 
And almost broke my heart with extreme laughter. 
I pry'd me through the crevice of a wall. 
When, for his hand, he had his two sons' heads; 
Beheld his tears, and laugh'd so heartily. 
That botii mine eyes were rainy like to his; 
And when I told the empress of this sport. 
She swounded almost at my pleasing tale. 
And, for my tidings, gave me twenty kisses. 

Goth. What! canst thou say all this, and never 
blush ? 

Aar, Ay, like a black dog, as the saying is. 
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Lvc. Art thou not sorry for these heinous deeds? 

Aar. Ay, that I had not done a thousand more. 
Even now I curse the day, (and yet, I think* 
Few come within the compass pf my curse*) 
Wherein I did not some notorious ill : 

« 

As kill a man, or else devise his death; 
Ravish a maid, or plot the way to do it; 
Accuse some innocent, and forswear myself: 
Set deadly enmity between two friends; 
Make poor men*8 cattle break their necks; 
Set fire on bams and hay-stacks in the night;. 
And bid the owners quench them with their tears. 
Oft have I digg*d up dead men firom their graves. 
And set them upright at their dear friends* doors. 
Even when their sorrows almost were forgot; 
And on their skins, as on the bark of trees. 
Have with my knife carved in Roman letters, 
Ltt not your sorrows die, though I am dead. 
Tut, I have done a thousand dreadful things* 
As willingly as one wbiild kill a fly; 
And nothing grieves me heartily indeed. 
But that I cannot do ten thousand more. 

Luc. '* Bring down the devil; for he must not die 
So sweet a death, as hanging presently. 

Aar. If there be devils, 'would I were a devil. 
To live and burn in everlasting fire; 
So I might have your company in hell. 
But to torment you with my bitter tongue ! 

Luc. Sirs, stop his mouth* and let him speak no 
more. 
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Enter a Goth. 

Goth. My lord, there is a messenger from Rdine^ 
Desires to be admitted to your presence. 
Luc, Let him come near. — 

Enter JEmilivs, 

Welcome,' ^^milius, what's the news from Rome ? 

JEmil. Lord Lucius, and you princes of the Goths/ 
The Roman emperor greets you all by me: 
And, for he understands you are in arms. 
He craves a parley at yoitr i&ther's houscy 
Willing you to demand your hostages, ' 

And they shall be immediately deliver'd. 

1 Goth, What says our general? 

Lvc, ^milius, let the emperor give his pledges 
Unto my father and my nncle Marcus, 
And we will come.«^March away. lExamt^ 

SCENE 11. 

hjome. Before Titus's House. 

Enter Tamora, Chiron, and Demetrius, dis-' 

guis*d. 

Tarn, Thus, in this strange and sad habiliment, 
I will encounter with Andronicus; 
And say, i am Revenge, sent from below. 
To join with him, and ri^t his heinous wrongs^ 
Knock at his study, where, they say, he keeps^ 
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To ruminate strange plots of dire revenge) 

Tell him. Revenge is come to join with hlm> 

And work confusion on his enemies. [Thof knocks 

Enter T IT vs, above* 

Tit. Who doth molest my contemplation? 
Is it your trick, to make me ope the door; 
That so my sad decrees may fly away» 
And all my study be to no effect ? 
You are deceived : for what I mean to do. 
See here, in bloody lines I have set down; 
And what is written shall be executed. 

Tarn. Titus, I am come to talk with thee. 

Tit. No; not a word: How can I grace my talk. 
Wanting a hand to give it action ? 
Thou hast the odds of me, therefore no more. 

Tarn, If thou did*st know me, thou would*st talk 
with me. 

Tit, I am not mad; I know thee well enough : 
Witness this wretched stump, these crimson lines; 
Witness these trenches, made by grief and care; 
Witness the tiring day, and heavy night; 
Witness all sorrow, that I know thee well 
For our proud empress, mighty Tamora: 
Is not thy coming for my other hand ? 

Tarn. Know thou, sad man, I am not Tamora; 
She is thy enemy, and I thy friend: 
I am Revenge; sent from the infernal kingdom. 
To ease the gnawing vulture of thy mind. 
By working wreakfid vengeance on thy foes. 
Come down, and welcome me to this world*& light; 
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Confer with me of murder and df death : 
There's not a hollow cave> or lurking-place^ 
No vast obscurity, or misty vale. 
Where bloody mi^irder, or detested rape. 
Can couch for fear, but I will find them out; 
And in their ears tell them my dreadiful name. 
Revenge, which makes the foul offenders quake. 

Tit. Art thou Revenge? and art thpu sent to me. 
To be a torment to mine enemies? 

Tarn. I am; therefore come down^ and welcome 
me. 

Tit, Do me some service, ere I come to thee. 
Lo, by thy side where Rape, and Murder, stands; 
Now give some 'surance that thou art Revenge, 
Stab them, or tear them on thy chariot wheels; 
And then Fll come, and be thy waggoner. 
And whirl along with thee about the globes. 
Provide thee proper palfries, black as jet. 
To hale thy vengefiil waggon swifl away. 
And find out murderers in their guilty caves: 
And, when thy car is loaden with their heads, 
I will dismount, and by the waggon tvheel 
Trot, like a servile footman, all day long; 
Even from H3rperion*s rising in the east. 
Until his very downfid in the sea. 
And day by day 1*11 do this heavy task, 
'^So thou destroy Rapine and Murder there. 

Tarn, These are my ministers, and come with me. 

Tit. Are they thy ministers ? what are they call*d? 

Tarn. Rapine, and Murder; therefore called so, 
'Cause they take vengeance of such kind of men. 
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Tit. Good lord> how like the empress* sons thejr 
are! 
And you, the empress ! But we worldly men 
Have miserable, mad, mistaking eyes. 

sweet Revenge, now do I come to thee : 
And, if one arm's embrace will content thee, 

1 will embrace thee in it by and by. 

[Exit Titus from above. 
Tarn. This closing with him fits his lunacy : 
Whate*er I forge, to feed his brain-sick fits. 
Do you uphold and maintain in your speeches. 
For now he firmly takes me for Revenge; 
And, being credulous in this mad thought, 
ril make him send for Lucius, his son ; 
And, whilst I at a banquet hold him sure, 
rU fihd some cunning practice out of hand. 
To scatter and itisperse the giddy Goths, 
Or, at the least, make them his enemies. 
See, here he comes, and I must ply my theme. 

Enter Titus. 

Tit. Long have I been forlorn, and all for thee: 
Welcome, dread fiuy, to my wofiil house; — 
Rapine, and Murder, you are welcome too : — 
How like the empress and her sons you are ! 
Well are you fitted, had you but a Moor: — 
Could not all hell afibrd you such a devil ?— 
For, well I wot, the empress never wags. 
But in her company there is a Moor; 
And, wguld you represent our queen aright, 
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It were conveiiient ycni had such a devil : 
But welcome, as you are. What shall we do? 

Tarn. What would'st thou have us do, Andronicu^? 

Dem, Show me a murderer, 1*11 deal with him. 

Chi, Show me a villain, that hath done a rape. 
And I am sent to be reveng*d on him. 

Tarn. Show me a thousand, that have done thee 
wrong. 
And I will be revenged on them all. 

Tit. Look round about the wicked streets of Rome; 
And when thou find'st a man that's like thjrself. 
Good Murder, stab him; he's a murderer.— 
Go thou with him; and, when it is thy hap. 
To find another that is like to thee. 
Good Rapine, stab him ; he is a ravisher.— 
Go thou with them; and in the emperor's court . 
There b a queen, attended by a Moor; 
Well may*st thou know her by thy own proportion^ 
For up and down she doth resemble thee; 
I pray thee, do on them some violent deaths 
They have been violent to me and mine. 

Tarn. Well hast thou lesson'd us; this shall we do. 
But would it please thee, good Andronicus^ 
To send for Lucius, thy thrice valiant son. 
Who leads towards Rome a band of warlike Goths^ 
And bid him come and banquet at thy house : 
When he is here, even at thy solemn feast, 
I will bring in the empress and her sons. 
The emperor himself, and all thy foes; 
And at thy mercy shall they stoop and kneel. 
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And on them Bhalt thod ease thf angry heart. 
What 8a3r8 Anckonicos to this device ? 
Tit. Marcos, my brother ! — ^'tis sad Titos calls. 

Enter Marcus* 

Go, gentle Marcos, to thy nephew Lucios; 
Thoo shalt inqoire him oot among the Groths : 
Bid him repair to me, and bring with him 
Some of the chiefest princes of the Goths ; 
Bid him encamp his soldiers where they are : 
Tell him, the emperor and the empress too 
Feasts at my hoose; and he shall feast with them. 
This do thoo for my love; and so let him. 
As he regards his aged father*s life. 

Mar. This will I do, and soon retom again. [EnV. 

Tarn. Now will I hence aboot thy bosiness. 
And take my ministers along with me. 

Tit, Nay, nay, let Rape and Morder stay with me; 
Or else 1*11 caU my brother back again. 
And cleave to no revenge hot Lucios. 

Tarn. What sayyoo, boys? will yoo abide with 
. him. 
Whiles I go teU my lord the emperor. 
How I have govem*d oor determin'd jest? 
Yield to his homoor, smooth and speak him hir. 

And tarry with him, till I come again. 

Tit, 1 know them all, thoogh they soppose me 
mad; 
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And will o*er-reach them m their own devioes^ 

A pair of cursed hell-hounds^ and their dam. IMide. 

Dem, Madam, depart at pleasure, leave us here. 

Tarn. Farewell, Andronicus : Revenge now goes 
To lay a complot t6 beti^y thy foes. [£n> Tamora, 

Tit, I know, thou dost; and, sweet Revenge, fate- 
well. 

Chi. Tell us, old man, how shall we be employed? 

Tit, Tut, 1 have work enough for you to do.— < 
Publius, come hither, Caius, and Valentine! 

Entfr PuBLius, and Others, 

Pub. What's your will > 
Tit. Know you these two? 

Pub. Th' empress' sonS| 

I take them, Chiron^ and Demetrius. 

Tit. Fye, Publius, fye! thou art too much de- 
c«iv*dj 
The one is Murder, Rape is the other's name: 
And therefore bind them, gentle Publius; 
Caius, and Valentine, lay hands on them : 
Oft have you heard me wish for such an hour. 
And now I find it : therefore bind them sure; 
And stop their mouths, if they begin to cry. 

lExit Titus. — Pubtius, SfC. lay hM on 
Chiron and Demetrius. 
Chi. Villains, forbear; we are the empress* sons. 
Pub. And therefore do we what we are com- 
manded.— 
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Stop dose their mouths, let them not speak a word : 
Is he sure bound ? look> that you bind them fast. 

Re^enterTiTVs Androxicus^ with LiAVikia^ she 
bearing a bason, and he a knife, 

_ *^ 

TfV; Come, come> Lavinia; look, thy foes axe 

bound; — 
Sirs, stop their mouths, let them not speak to me; 
But let them hear what fearful words I utter.-— 
O villains, Chiron and Demetrius ! ' 
Here stands the spring whom you have stain*d with 

mud; 
This goodly summer with your winter mix'd. 
Tou kill*d her husband; and, for that vile fault. 
Two ' of her brothers were condemn'd to death : 
My hand cut off, and made a merry jest: 
Both her sweet hands, her tongue, and that, more dear 
Than hands or tongue, her spotless chastity. 
Inhuman traitors, you constrain*d and forc*d. 
What would you say, if I should let you speak ? 
Villains, for shame you could not beg for grace. 
Hark, wretches, how I mean to martyr you. 
This one hand yet is left to cut your throats; 
Whilst that Lavinia *tween her stumps doth hold 
The bason, that receives your guilty blood. 
You know, your mother means to feast with me. 
And calls herself. Revenge/ and thinks me mad, — 
Hark, villains; I will grind your bones to dust. 
And with your blood and it, 1*11 niake a paste; 
'^And of the paste a coffin i will rear. 
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And make two pasties of your shameful heads; 
And hid that strumpet, your unhall6w*d dam. 
Like to the earth, swallow her own increase. 
This is the feast that I have bid her to. 
And this the banquet she shall surfeit on ; 
For worse than Philomel you us'd my daughter^ 
And worse than Progne I will be reveng'd: 
And now prepare your throats. — Lavinia, com^, 

[ He cuts their tkroatt. 
Receive the blood : and, when that they are dead. 
Let me go grind their bones to powder small. 
And with this hateful liquor temper it; 
And in that paste let their vile heads be bak*d. 
Come, come, be every one officious 
To make this banquet; which I wish may prove 
More stem and bloody than the Centai|r*s feast. 
So, now bring them in, for I will play the cook. 
And see them ready 'gainst their mother comes. 

lExeunt, beaming the dead bodiei. 

SCENE III. 

The Same. A PaviHon, with tables, 4c. 

Enter Lucius, Marcus, and Goths, xdth Aaeov, 

prisoner, 

Luc, Uncle Marcus, since *tis my Other's mind. 
That I repair to Rome, I am cpntent. 

1 Goth, And ours with thine, befall what fortune 
will. 
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Luc. Good oncle^ take you in this barbarous Moor, 
This ravenous tiger, this accursed devil; 
Let him receive no sustenance, fetter him. 
Till he be brought unto the empress* face. 
For testimony of her. foul proceedings: 
And see the ambush of our friends be strong: 
I fear, the emperor means no ^ood to us. 

Aar, Some devil whisper curves in mine ear. 
And prompt me, that my tongue may utter forth 
The venomous malice of my swelling heart ! 

Luc, Away, inhuman dog! unhallow*d slave!— 
Sirs, help our uncle to convey him in. — 

[ Fxeunt Geihs, tuith Jaroit. Fhuri$h. 
The trum'pets show, the emperor is at haqd. . . . 

£ii/rr Saturn IN us and T a mora, with Tribunes^ 

Senators, and Otkert, 

Sat, What, hath the firmamei^t more suns than 

one? 
Luc. What boots it thee, to call thyself 3 sun ? 
Mar. Rome*8 emperor, and nephew, •♦break the 
parle; 
These quarrels must be quietly debated. 
The feast is ready, which the careful Titus 
Hath 6rdain*d to an honourable end. 
For peace, for love, for league, and good to Rome : 
Please you, therefore, draw nigh, and take your 
places. 
5a/. Marcus, we will. 

\Hautboyt sound* The company sU down at table. 
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£ii/^TiTU8, dressed like a cook, Lavinia^ vdkd, 
young Lucius^ and Others. Titus places the 
dishes on the table. 

Tit. Welcome^ my gracious lord; welcome, dread 
queen j 
Welcome, ye warlike Goths ; welcome, Lucius $ 
And welcome, all : although the cheer be poor, 
'Twill fill your stomachs ; please you eat of it. 

Sat. Why art thou thus attir*d, Andronicus ? 

Tit: Because I would be sure to have all well. 
To entertain your highness, and your empress. 

Tarn. We are beholden to you, good Andronicus. 

Tit. An if your highness knew my heart, you were. 
My lord the emperor, resolve me this; 
Was it well done of rash Virginius, 
To slay his daughter with his own right hand. 
Because she was enforc d, stained, and deflour*d ? 

Sat. It was, 
Andronicus. 

Tit. Your reason, mighty lordl 

Sat. Because the girl should not survive her shame. 
And by her presence still renew his sorrows. 

Tit. A reason mighty, strong, andefiectual; 
A pattern, precedent, and lively warrant. 
For me, most wretched, to perform the like:— 
Die> die, Lavinia, and thy shame with thee; 

IHe kills Lavhua. 
And, with thy shame, thy &ther*s sorrow die ! 

Sat. What hast thou done, unnatural, and unkind ? 
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Tit, Kurd her, for whom my teats have made me 
blind. 
I am as woful as Virginios was : 
And have a thousand times more cause than he 
To do this outrage 5 — and it is now done. 
Sat, What, was she ravished .^ tell, who did the 

deed.. 
Tit, Will^t please you eat? will't please yout 

highness feed? 
Tarn, Why hast thou slain thine only daughter 

thus? 
Tit, Not I; 'twas Chiron, and Demetrius: 
They ravish*d her, and cut away her tongue. 
And they, *twas they, that did her all this wtong. 
Sat, Go, fetch them hither to us presently. 
Tit, Why, there they are both, baked in that pie; ' 
Whereof their mother daintily hath fed. 
Eating the flesh that she herself hath bred. 
Tis true, 'tis true; witness my knife's sharp point. 

IKUling Tamora: 
Sat, Die, firantick wretch, for this accursed deed. . 

[KiUing Titus, 
Luc, Can the son's eye behdd his fether bleed ? 
There's meed for meed, death for a deadly deed. 

[Kills Satumimts. A gnat tumult. Tkt 

people in amfusion disperse, Marcus, Lu^ 

cius, and their partisans ascend the steps 

before Titus* s house. 

Mar, You sad-fac'd men, people and sons of Rome, 

By uproar sever'd, like a flight cfiSiwl . 
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Scattered by winds and high ten^iestxioas gosti, 
O, let me teach you how to knit again 
This scatter'd com into one mutual sheaf. 
These broken limbs again into one body. 

Sen, Lest Rome herself be bane unto herself; 
And she, whom mighty kingdoms court*^ to. 
Like a forlorn and desperate cast-away. 
Do shameful execution on herself. 
But if my frosty signs and chaps of age. 
Grave witnesses of true experience. 
Cannot induce you to attend my words, — 
Speak, Rome's dear friend j [7b Luciitf.] as erst our 

ancestor. 
When with his solemn tongue he did discourse. 
To lovesick Dido*s sad attending ear. 
The story of that baleful burning night. 
When subtle Greeks surpriz'd king Priam's Troy ; 
Tell us,, what Sinon hath bewitch-d our ears. 
Or who hath brought the fatal engine in. 
That gives our Troy, our Rome, the civil wound. — 
My heart is not compact of flint, nor steel -, 
Nor can I utter all our bitter grief. 
But floods of tears* will drown my oratory. 
And break my very utterance; even i*the time 
When it should move you to attend me most. 
Lending your kind commiseration : 
Here is a captain, let him tell the tale; 
Your hearts will throb and weep to hear him speak. 

Luc, Then, noble auditory, be it known to you. 
That cursed Chiron and Demetrius 



HTUS ANDRONICUS, 329 

Were they that murdered our emperor's brother; 
And they it were, that ravished our sister : 
For their fell faults our brothers were beheaded; 
Our Other's tears despis*d 3 and basely cozen'd 
Of that true.hand^ that fought Rome's quarrel out^ 
And sent her enemies unto the grave. 
Lastly, myself unkindly banished, 
llie gates shut on me, and tnm*d weeping out. 
To beg relief among Home's enemies; 
Who drown'd their enmiQr in my true tears. 
And op*d their arms to embrace me as a friend: 
And I am the tum'd-fortb, be it known to you. 
That have preserv'd her welfare in my blood; 
And from her bosom took the enemy's point. 
Sheathing the steel in my advent'rous body. 
Alas ! you know, I am no vaunter, I ; 
My scars can witness, dumb although they are. 
That my report is just, and full of truth. 
But, soft, methinks, I do digress too much. 
Citing my worthless praise : O, pardon me 5 
For when no fHends are by, men praise themselves. 
Mar, Now is my turn to speak; Behold this child, 
{^Pointing to the child in the arms of an attendani. 
Of this was Tamora delivered; 
The issue of an irreligious Moor, 
Chief architect and plotter of these woes; 
The villain is alive in Titus' house, 
Damn*d as be is, to witness this is true. 
Now judge, what cause had Titus to revenge 
These wrongs^ unspeakable, past patience^ 
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Or aiare than any liriDg man coidd bear. 

Now 70a have heard tl^ truth> what say yoQ, Rb- 

mans? 
Have we done aught amiss ? Show us wherein. 
And, from the plaoe where you t«hold us now. 
The poor remainder of Andronici 
Will, hand in hand, all headlong cast us down. 
And on the ragged stones beat forth their bnins. 
And make a mutual closure of our house. 
Speak, Romans, speak: and, if you say, we shall, 
Lo, hand in hand, Lucius and I will fall. 

J£miL Come, come, thou reverend man of Rome, 
And bring our emperor gently in thy hand, 
Lucius our emperor; foi^ well I know. 
The conmion voice do cry, it shall be so. 

Rom. [Several speak, ^ Lucius, all hail} Rome^s 
royal emperor! 

Lucius, 4*^. descend. 

Mar, Go^o into old Titus* sorrowful house; 

[2b sm Attandani, 
And hither hale that m^bdieving Moor, 
To be adjudg*d some diiefiil daughtering death'. 
As punishment for his most wicked life. 

Rum. [Several sptak,'] Lucius, all hail; Rome*s 
gi^ioos govemov! 

Luc. Thanks, gentle Romans ; May I govern so. 
To heal Rome's harms, and wipe away her woe ! 
But, gentle people, give me aim awhile,^* 
For natureputs mq to a heavy tadc;-^ 



TrrUS ilNDRONICUS. ^1 

Stand all aloof j— but, unde, draw you neaff 
To shed obsequious tears upon this Crunk: — 
O, take this warm luss on thy pale odd lips. 

[Kina Tilui. 
These sorrowful drops i^on thy Uood«ttain*d face. 
The last true duties of thy noble son ! 

Mar, Tear for tear, and loving kiss for kiss. 
Thy brother Marcus tenders on thy lips: 
O, were the sum of these that I should pay 
Countless and infinite, yet would I pay them! 

Luc. Come hither, boy: come, oome> and leara 
ofus 
To melt in showers : Thy grandsire lov'd thee well : 
Many a time he danc*d thee on hn knee. 
Sung thee asleep, his loiting breast thy pillowy 
Many a matter hath he told to thee. 
Meet, and agreeing with thine infimcyj 
In that respect then, like a lovixig child. 
Shed yet some small drops from thy tender spring, 
Because kind nature doth require it so : 
Friends should associate friends in grief and woe: 
Bid him farewell; conunit him to the grave; 
Do him that kindness, and take leave of him. 

Boy. O grandsire, grandsire! even with all my 
heart 
'Would I were dead, so you did live again !— 
O lord, I cannot speak to him for weeping; 
My tears will choke me, if I ope my mouth. 
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Enter Attendant, with Aaron. 

1 "Rom. Yoa sad Andrpnid, have done with woes; 
Give sentence on this execrable wretch. 
That hath been Inreeder of these dire events. 

Ltic. Set him breast-deep in earth, and £unith 
him J 
There let him stand, and rave and cry for food : 
If any one relieves or pides him. 
For the ofience he dies. This is oar doom : 
Some stay, to see him £»ten*d in the earth. 

Aar, O, why should wrath be mute, and fiiiy 
dumb ? 
I am no baby, I, that, with base prayers, 
I should repept the evils I have done; 
Ten thousand, worse than ever yet I did. 
Would I perform, if I might have my will; 
If one good deed in all my life I did, 
I do repent it from my very soul. 

Luc. Some loving friends convey the emperor 
hence. 
And give him burial in his £ither*s grave : 
My father, and Lavinia, shall forthwith 
Be closed in our houshdd's monument. 
As for that heinous tiger, Tamora, 
No funeral rite, nor man in mournful weeds. 
No mournful bell shall ring her burial ; 
But throw her forth to beasts, and birds of prey: 
Her life was beast-like, and devoid of pity; 
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And^ being so^ shall have like want of pity. 

See justice done to Aaron^ that damn*d Moor^ 

By whom our heavy haps had their beginning : 

Then^ afterwards, to order well the state; 

Hiat like events may ne*er it ruinate. [Exeunt. 
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Thou great defender (^ this Q^iol,'] Iupt<f 
ter, to whom the Capitol was dedicated. 

* And fame*s eternal date,"] This absurd with it 
made sense of, by changing and into m. 

WAEBUETON. 

To Uve in fame's date u, if an allowable, yet a hatsh 
expression. To outlive an eternal date, is, though not 
philosophical, yet poetical sense. He wishes that her 
l^e may be longer than his, and her piaiae longer 
than fame. . joBirsoir. 

' don this robe, — ] To don is to do on, for, to 

fut on» The word is still in use in the West of 
England. 

* — changing-piece— ] Spoken of Lay inia. Piece 
vat then, as it is now, used personally as a word of 
contempt. 

* The Greeks, upon advice, did hury Ajax, 

That sUw himself; kc.] This passage alone would 
aofficieatly conyinoe me, that the play before at waa 

VOL. X. R 
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the work of one who was conversant with the Greek 
tragedies in their original language. This is a plain 
allusion to the Ajax of Sophocles, of which no trans- 
lation was extant in the time of Shakspeare. In that 
piece, Agamemnon consents at last to allow Ajax the 
rites of sepulture, and Uljsses is the pleader^ whose 
aiguments prevail in favour of his remains. 

STERVENS. 

' Enter Aaron.] In the quarto, the direction is, 
Manet Aaron, and he is before made to enter with 
Tamora, though he says nothing. Tliis scene ought 
to continue the first act. johnsok. 

^ To squareybr this, — ] To square is to quarrel. So 
in the Midsvmmer-Nighfs Dream: 

^they never meet 

But they do square. 

• ^ our engines xoith adviceJ] i. e. remove all 
impediments from our designs by advice. The al- 
lusion is to the operations of the file, which, by con- 
ferring smoothness, facilitates the motion of the 
wheels which compose an engine or piece of machi- 
nery. 8TEEVEH8. 

^ Per Stjfga, per Manes vehor.'] These scraps of 
Latin are, I believe, taken, though not exactly, fipom 
some of Seneca*s tragedies. stebvbns. 

. '^ Scene //.] The division of this play into acts^ 
which was first made by the editors in 1623, is im- 
proper. There is here an interval of action, and here 
the second act ought to have begun. johrsost. 

" That hace their aim, &c.] This is obscure. It 
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leems to mean only, that they who are to come at 
this gold of the empress are to sufier by it. 

JOHNSON. . 

" c warth Cimmerian^'] Svmrth is black. The 

Moor is called Cimmerian^ from the affinity of black- 
ness to darkness. 

" A precious ring — ] There is supposed to be a 
gem called a carbuncle, which emits not reflected but 
native light. Mr. Boyle believes the realiQr of its 
existence. johnson. 

'^ If I do dream, 'would all my wealth would wake me F] 
If this be a dream, I would give all my possessions to 
be delivered from it by waking. 

'* t wo ancient urns,] Urns was first supplied 

by the Oxford Editor. It had before been corrupted 
to two ancient ruins. 

*^ Give me a sword, 1*11 chop off my hands too;"] 
Perhaps we should read, 

or chop off, &c. 
It is not easy to discover how Titus, when he had 
chopp*d off one of his hands, would have been able to 
have chopp*d off the other. steevens. 

^ It was my deer : — ^3 The play upon cfeer and dear 
has been used by Waller, who calls a lady*s girdle^ 
The pale that held my lovely deer. 

^K fVriting destruction on the enemy s castle?] Thus 
all the editions. But Mr. Theobald, after ridiculing 
the sagacity of the former editors at the expence of a 
gseat deal of aukward mirth^ corrects it to casque; and 
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this, he says, he'll stand by : apd the-OxIbrd editor^ 
taking his security^ will stand by it too. But what 
a slippery ground is critical confidence! Nothing 
coidd Ud fairer for a right conjeotare; yet *tis all 
• imaginaiy. A close hdipet^ which coveted tha 
whole head^ was called a castUf and^ I snppose> for 
tfiat very reason. Don Claixote*s barber, at least as 
good a critic as these editors, says, (in Shelton's tran- 
dation, 1612,) I know what U a helmet, and -what 9 
morrUm, and what a close castle, and other thing* touch* 
ittg xoarfare, lib. iv. cap. 18. And the original, 
celeda de encaxe, has something of the saoie signifi- 
cation. Shakspeare uses the word again in Trtdhtt 
mdCrtisida; - 

. ■ " l ond Diomedc 
Standfast, and wear a castle on thy head. 

WARBU&TOir. 

Dr. Warburton*s proof (says Mr. Heath) resti 
wholly on two mistakes, one of a printer^ the other 
of his own. In Shelton's Don Quixote the word dote 
cattle is an error of the press for a close canpie, whtefa 
is the exact interpretation of the Spanish original, 
edada de encaxe. His other proof is taken finom this 
passage in Troihis and Cressida, 
■ and Diomede 

Standfast, and wear a castle on thy head, 
wherein Troilus doth not advise Diomede to wear a 
helmet on his head, for that would be poor indeed, as 
he always wore one in battle 5 but to guard hb head 
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wi^ Gie most impenetrable ann6iir^ tdshut it u^ even 
is a ^astkf if it were possible^ or else his sWord should 
reach it. steeveks. 

If the ailithorilj of Grose may be depended on^ Dr. 
Wfflrborton is right, in this passage, and the author of 
te Beiriaal vrroog. At page 12 of his Treatise of 
mndaU Armour, easlU is said to signify a dokt helmet » 

^^ Scene 11.'] This scene, which does hot tontrb- 
bute any thing to the action, yet seems to have the 
same author with the rest, is omitted in the quarto of 
l6ll; but found in the folio of 1 623. johnson. 

** ■ ' ' still practice — ] Still here means comtanf, 
ccnitMiaL 

^* l amenting doings :] Lamenting doings h a 

very idle expression, and conveys no idea, I read 

■■ ■ dolings 

The alteration which I have made, tliough it is but 
tli6 addition ofa single letter, is a great increase to the 
sense; and though, indeed, there b somewhat of a 
tautology in the epithet and substantive annexed to it, 
yet that's no new thing with our authot. 

THEOBALD. 

•■ ' ■ the usoful feere,] The old copies do nbt dlily 
assist us to find the true reading by conjecture. I will 
give an instance, from the first folio, of a reading 
(incontestibly the true one) which has esbaped the 
kb^riotts researches of the many most diligent critics, 
who have favoilired the world with editions of Shak- 
spettpe. Iti TUu$ Andronicns, Act iv. Sc^e 1 . Marcus 
lays. 
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My lord, kneel doxon toUh me; Laomia, kneel; 

And kneel, tweet hoy, the Roman Hector*s hope; 

And swear with me, as, with the woeful peer^ 

And fat her of that chaste dishonour* d dame, . 

Lord Junius Brutus sware for Lucrece* rape,- 
What meaning has hitherto been annexed to the word 
peer, in this passage^ I know not. The reading of the 
first folio is, feere, which signifies a companum, and 
here metaphorically a husband. The proceeding of 
Brutus, which is alluded to, is described at length in 
our author's Rape of Lucrece, as putting an end to the 
lamentations of Collatinus and Lucretius, the husband 
and father of Lucretia. ttrwuitt. 

•* Revenge the heavens — "] We should read. 
Revenge thee, heavens ! 

WARBURTONr- 

It should be. 

Revenge, ye Heavens. ' 
Ye was by the transcriber taken for /, the. 

JOHNSON. 

^* ril broach the tadpole^"] A broach is a spit. I'll 
spit the tadpole. 

^^ Go pack with him — ^] Pack here seems to have 
the meaning of make a bargain. Or it may mean, as 
in the phrase of modem gamesters, to act collusively. 
And mighty dukes pack knaves for ha^a crown, 

POPE. 

*• Enter Nuntius ^milius.] Thus the old 
books have described thb character. In the author's 
manuscript, I presume, it was writ^ Enter Nuntius ; 
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md they observing, that he is immediately calljed 
iEmiliu8> thought proper to give him his whole title^ 
and so clapped in Enter NiinUus ^milius. — Mr. Pope 
has very critically followed them; and ought, me- 
thinks, to have given his new-adopted citizen Nuntius 
a place in the Dramatis Person^e. theobald. 

*7 —honey-stalks to «A«p;] Honey-stalks are 
c)pv«r-flowers, which contain a sweet juice. It is 
common for cattle to overcharge themselves with 
clover, and die. 

^ a ruinous monastery. 1 Shakspeare ha% so per- 

petually offended against chronology in all his plays, 
that no very conclusive argument can be deduced 
from the particular absurdity of these anachronisms, 
relative to the authenticity of Titus Andronieus. And 
yet the ruined monastery, the popish tricks, &c. that 
Aaron talks of, and the French salutation from the 
mouth of Titus, are altogether so very much out of 
place, that I cannot persuade myself even our hasty 
poet could have been guilty oHheir insertion, or have 
.permitted them to remain,'had he corrected the per- 
formance for another. STEEVENS. 

^ Get me a ladder, &c.] All the printed editions have 
given this whole verse to Aaron. But why should 
the Moor here ask for a ladder, who earnestly wanted 
to have his child saved ? theobald. 

' ^ As true a dog as ecer fought at head ;] An al- 
lusion to bull-dogs, whose generosity and courage are 
always shown by meeting the bull in front, and seiz- 
ing his nose. joiinson. 
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^' Bring down the devil; &c.] It appean, fiom 
these words, that the aikUence were entertained vnA. 
part of the apparatus of an execution, and that Aaroa 
was mounted on a ladder, as ready to be turned off. 

^ So thou destroy Rapine and Murder there,"] I do 
not know of any instance that can be brought to 
prove that ra^ and rapine were ever used as synoni- 
mous terms. The word rapine has alwajrs been em- 
ployed for a less fatal kind of plunder, and means the 
violent act of deprivation of any good> the honour here 
alludedcto being always excepted. steevbns. 

Our old poet, Grower« uses raoine in the same sense 
as Shakspeare here employs rapine* 

^' For if thou be of such awine, 
" To get of love by ranyne 
" Thy lust;' &c. 

.De Confessione Amantis, Book V. 
S3 of the paste a coffin — "] The raised crust, or 

walls, which contains the meat of, what is termed, a 
standing pie, is, in the culinary art, a coffin, 

** break the park i] That is, begin the parky. 

We yet say, he breaks his mind. j o u n so n. 
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There are sereral prodactions of considerable anti- 
quity torn which the writer of this ^lay might have 
borrowed his £ible. One of them is to be fomid in an 
dd popular book with the title of Gesta, Ramanontm, 
and which is said to have been written five hundred 
years ago. Mr. Malone speaks ofthe edition printed in 
1488 when he gives the histoiy of ApoUotdua King 
of Tyre as the contents of its 153d chapter: but 
Douce and others have seen several editions of an 
earlier date. Gower*s Canftmo Amantis, however, 
was unquestionably the basis of Pericles, else why did 
its author introduce that poet as the chorus? Dr. 
Farmer had a manuscript poem in his possession 
on this subject^ supposed by him, from its measure 
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and the antique fashion of the hand writings to be a 
prior production to Gower's : besides which there are 
also various other romances that might be produced 
from both French and English collections. But this, 
in my opinion, proves nothing more than that the 
story was, in those dark ages, a popular one, and 
leaves the author of the play before us, whoever he 
was, indebted principally to the ConfesHo AmmUis. 
That Pericles was not originally written by Shak- 
speare, is, I believe, at present, a pretty general sen- 
timent. Mr. Malone formerly entertained a contrary 
opinion, but he retracted it with a candour that 
reflects great honour on him. Steevens printed it 
with the plays of our bard, that judgment might 
not appear to be passed upon it, before it had been 
purged from its errors, and admitted to a fair trial 
Th^ editor admits it here for the like casdkL reason, 
at die same time avowing that although there are 
many parts of it which seem to indicate the hand' 
of Shakspeare, yet he does not think it sufficiendy 
the producticHi of his masterly pen to give it a legiti- 
mate title to a place among his dramas. 

The History of JpoUonius Kittg of Tyre was sup- 
posed by Mark Welser, when he printed it in 1595, 
to have been translated from the Greek a thousand 
years before. [Fabr. Bib. Gr. v. p. 821.] It cer- 
tainly bears strong marks of a Greek original, though 
it is not (that I know) now extant in that language. 
The lythmical poem, under the same title, in nnodera 
Greek, was re-translated (if I may so speak) from the 
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Lido— a«« AaHmxnif us Pwiuxbapf y'hmv^wt. IH 
Frtsne, Index Author, ad Gloss, Grctc. When Wei-. 
fler printed k> he probably did not know that it had 
b^ea published already (perhaps moie than once) 
amang the Crtsta Ronumotum^ In an edition, wluch 
I have, printed at Rouen in 1521, it makes the 154th 
chapter. Towards the latter end of the Xllth cen- 
tury, Godfrey of Viterbo, in his Pantheon or Universal 
Chronicle, inserted this romance as part of the history 
of the third Antiochus, about 200 years before Christ. 
It begins thus [MS. Reg. 14. C. xi.] : 
*' Fllia Seleuci regis stat clara decore, 
** Matreque defuncti pater arsit in ejus amore. 
*' Res habet effectum, pressa puella dolet."* 
The rest is in the same metre, with one pentameter 
only to two hexameters. 

Grower, by his own acknowledgement, took his 
story from the Pantheon; as the author (whoever he 
was) of Pericies, Prince of Tyre, professes to have fol- 
bwed Grower. tyrwhitt. 

This play is so uncommonly corrupted by the 
printers, &c. that it does not so much seem to want 
illustration as emendation: and the errata are so 
numerous and gross, that one is tempted to suspect 
almost every line where there is the least deviation 
in the language from what is either usual or proper. 
Many of the corruptions appear to have arisen fbom 
an illiterate transcriber having written the speeches 
by ear from an inaccurate reciter; who between 
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them both have rendered Ibe text (In the vecbt parti- 
cularly) veiy iingrammatical. 

More of the phraseology used in the gentdne 
dramas of Shakapeare prevails in Periclei, than in any 
of the other six doubted plays* tekcy^ 



Persons Represented. 



Antiochus, king of Antioch. 

Pericles^ prince of Tyre. • 

Helicanus^ ) . , ^„. 

E9CANES, } two lords Of lyre. 

Simon iDES^ king of PentapoUs. 

Clbon, governor of Tharsus* 

Lysimachus^ governor ofMitylene. 

Cerimom, a lord ofEpkesus, 

Th a l I a r o, a lord of Antioch* 

Ph I L E M o N^ servant to Cerimon. 

L E N I N E> servant to Dionyza, Marshall. 

A Pandar, and his wife. Boult> their servant. 

Gower> as chorus. 

The daughter of Antiochus. Di o n t z a ^ vnfe to Cleou. 
Thais A, daughter to Simonides. 
Marina^ daughter to Pericles and Thmsa. 
JjYCUOVLiDA, nurse to MarifM. Diaka. 

Lords, Ladies, Knights, Gentlemen, Sailors, Pirates, 
Fishermen, and Messengers, Spc. 

SCENE, difpersedly in various countries. 
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ACT I. 

Enter GowEK. 
Be/ore the Palace rf AfUioch. 

To sing a song of old was sung. 
From ashes ancient Gower is comei 
Assoming man's infirmities. 
To glad your ear, and please yoor eyes. 
It hath been sung at festirals. 
On ember-eres, and holy-ales'; 
And lords and ladies of their Urea 
Have read it for restpratiyes : 
'JENirpose to make men glorious; 
Et quo antiqmut, eo mdins. 
If jou^ bom in these latter times, 
' When wit's more ripe, accept my rhymes. 
And that to hear an old man sing. 
May to your wishes pleasure bring, 
I life would wish, and that I might 
Waste it for you, like taper-light.— 

YOL. X. T 
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• 

This city then, Antioch the great 

Built up for his chiefest seat ^5 

The fairest in all Syria} 

(I tell you what mine authors say :) 

Tliis king unto him took a pheere^ 

Who died and left a female heir^ 

So buxom^ blithe, and full of face. 

As heaven iiad lent her all his grace; 

With whom the father liking took. 

And her to incest did provoke : 

Bad father ! to entice his own 

To evil, should be done by none. . 

By custoip, what they did begm, * 

Was, with long use, account no. sin. 

The beauty of this sinful dame. 

Made many princes thither frame. 

To seek, her as a bed-fellow. 

In marriage-pleasures play-fellow: 

Which to prevent, he made a law, 

(To keep her stiU, and men in awe,) 

That whoso ask'd her for his wife. 

His riddle told not, lost his life: 

So for her many a wight did die. 

As yon grim looks do testify^. 

What now ensues, to the judgment of your eye 

I give, my cause who best can justify. [Exit 
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SCENE I. 



Antioch, A Room inthePalace* 

£ri/fr Antioch us, Pericles^ and Attendants. 

Ant, Young prince of Tyre, you have at large re- 
ceived 
The danger of the task you undertake^ 

Per, I have, Antiochus, and with a soul 
Emboldened with the glory of her praise. 
Think death no hazard, in this enterprize. [Munch. 

Ant. Bring in our daughter, clothed like a bride. 
For the embracements even of Jove himself; 
^At whose conception, (till Lucina reign*d,) 
Nature this dowry gave, to glad her presence. 
The senate-house of planets all did sit. 
To knit in her their best perfections. 

Enter the daughter o/* Antiochus. 

Per, S^, where she comes, apparell*d like the 
spring, 
Graces her subjects, and her thoughts the king 
Of every virtue gives renown to men^ ! 
Her ^ce, the book of praises, where is read 
Nothing but curious pleasures, as from thence 
Sorrow were ever ras*d, and testy wrath 
Could never be her mild companion. 
Ye gods that made me man, and sway in love. 
That have inflam'd desire in my breast. 
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To taste the fruit of yon celestial tree. 
Or die in the adventure, be my helps. 
As I am son and servant to your will. 
To compass' such a boundless hapfuness! 

Ant* Prince Pericles,— 

Ter. That would be son to great Antiochns. 

Ant. Before thee stands this £ur Hesperides, 
With golden fruit, but dangerous to be toueh*d; 
For death-like dragons here affiight thee hard: 
Her ^ce, like heaven, entioeth thee to view 
7 A countless glory, which desert must gain : 
And which, without desert, because thine eye 
Presumes to reach, all thy whole heap must die. 
Yop sometime ^unous princes, like thyself. 
Drawn by rq>ort, advent'rous by desire. 
Tell thee with speechless tongues, and semblance pale, 
TBat, without covering, save yon field of stars. 
They here stand martyrs, slain in Cupid's wars; 
And with dead cheeks advise thee to desist. 
For going on death's net, whom none resist. 

Per. Antiochus, I thank thee, who hath taught 
My frail mortality to know itself. 
And by those fearful objects to prepare 
This body, like to them, to what I must: 
For death remember'd, should be like a mirror. 
Who tells us, life's but breath; to trust it, error. 
1*11 make my will then; and as sick men do. 
Who kiK>w the worlds see heaven, but feeling woe. 
Gripe not at earthly joys, as erst they did; 
So I bequeath a happy peace to you^ . 
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And all good men^ as every prince should do; 
Mj riches to the earth from whence they camej 
But my unspotted fire of love to yon. 

[To 4he daughter of Antiochus. 
Thus ready for the way of life or deaths 
I wait the sharpest blow> Antiochus> 
Scorning advice. 

Ant, Read the conclusion then ; 

Which read and not expounded^ *tis decreed. 
As these before thee, thou thyself shalt bleed. 

DaugL In all, save that, may'st thou prove pro* 
sperous ! 
In aD, save that, I wish thee happiness ! 

Per. Like a bold champioiii I assume the lists. 
Nor ask advice of any other thought 
But foithfulness, and courage. 

[He reads the Riddle.] 

I am no viper, yet I feed 
On. mother s^sh, which did me breed: 
I sought a husband, in which labour, 
I found that kindness in a father. 
He*s father, son, and husband mild, 
I mother, wife, and yd his child. 
How they may be, and yet in two, 
A9 you will live, resolve it you. 

Sharp phpick is the last: but O you powefrs ! 
That give heaven countless eye« to view men's acts^ 
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Why cloud they not their sights perpetually^ 
If this be true, which makes me pale to read it ? 
Fair glass of light, I lov*d you, and could still, 

[Takes hold of the hand of the princess. 
Were not this glorious casket stored with ill : 
But I must tell you, — ^now, my thoughts revolt 5 
For he*s no man on whom perfections wait. 
That knowing sin within, will touch the gate. 
You're a fair viol, and your sense the strings 5 
Who, finger*d to make man his lawful musick. 
Would draw heaven down, and all the gods to 

hearken; 
But, being play*d upon before your time, 
Hdl only danceth at so harsh a chime: 
Good sooth, I care not for you. 

Ant. Prince Pencles, touch not, upon thy life. 
For that*s an article within our law. 
As dangerous as the rest. Your time's expir*d; 
Either expound now, or receive your sentence. 

Per, Great king. 
Few love to hear the sins they love to actj 
'Twould *braid yourself too near for me to tell it 
Who has a 'book of all that monarchs do. 
He's more secure to keep it shut, than shown; 
For vice repeated, is like the wand'ring wind. 
Blows dust in others* eyes, to spread itself; 
And yet the ehd of all is bought thus dear. 
The breath is gone, and the sore eyes see clear 
To stop the air would hurt them®. The blind mole casts 
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it 

Copp*d hiDi 'towards heaven^ to tell, the earth is 

wrong*d 
By man*s oppression; and* the poor worm doth die 

for't. 
Kings are earth*s gods: in vice their law's their will j 
And if Jove stray, who dares say, Jove doth ill? 
It is enough you know; and it is fit. 
What being more known grows worse, to smother it. 
All love the womb that their first being bred. 
Then give my tongue like leave to love my head. 
Ant, Heaven, that I had thy head! he has found 

the meaning; — 
But I will gloze with him. \^Andc^ Young prince of 

Tyre, 
Though, by the tenour of our strict edict. 
Your exposition misinterpreting. 
We might proceed to cancel of your days ; 
Yet> hope,- succeeding from so fiiir a tree 
As your &ir self, doth tune us otherwise : 
Forty days longer we do respite you; 
If by which time our secret be undone. 
This mercy shows> we*ll joy in such a son : 
And until then^ your entertain shall be. 
As doth befit our honour, and your worth. 

\Extutd J/Uiochus, his daughter^ and Attendants. 
Per. How courtesy would seem to cover sin ! 
When what is done is like an h3rpocrite. 
The which is good in nothing but in sight. 
If it be true that I interpret fidse. 
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Tlien were it certain^ you were not so bad. 

As with foul incest to abuse your soul; 

Where now you*re both a &ther and a son. 

By your untimely daspings with your child, 

(Which pleasure fits an husband, not a Either ;) 

And she an eater of her mother's flesh. 

By the defiling of her parent's bed 5 

And both like serpents are> who though they iotd 

On sweetest flowers, yet they poison breed. 

Antioch, farewell ! for wisdom sees, those men 

Blush not in actions blacker than the mght, 

Will shun no course to keep them from the light 

One sin, I know, another doth provoke; 

Murder's as near to lust, as flame to smoke. 

Poison and treason are the hands of sin. 

Ay, and the targets, to put off the shame : 

Then, lest my life be cropp'd to keep you dear. 

By flight I'll shun die danger which I fiear. [Esdi. 

Re-enter AyTiocHus. 

Ant. He hath found the meanmg, for the which 
we mean 
To have his head. 

He must not live to trumpet forth my infiuny. 
Nor tell the world, Antiochus doth sin 
In such a loathed manner: 
And thereforp instantly this prince most die; 
For by his fiiU my honour must keep high. 
Who attends on us there ? 
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Enter Thaliard. 

Thai, Doth ycmr higfaness call ? 

Ant. Thaliatd, yoa*re of our diamber^ and our 
mind 
P^urtakes her private actions to joor aecresy; 
And for youF fitithfulness we will advance you. 
Thaliard, behold, here's poison, and here's gold ; 
We hate the prince of Tyre, and thoa must kill him; 
It fits thee not to ask the reason why^ 
Because we bid it Say> isit done? 

Tkai. My loid, 

Tis done. 

Enter a Mestengen 

Ant. Enough) 
Lest your breath cool yourself^ t^ing your haste*. 

Mest. My lord, prince Pericles is fled. 

lExii Meaenger. 

Ant. As thou 

Wilt live, fly after: and, as an arrow, shot 
FhHD a well-experienc*d archer^ hits the mark 
His e3re doth level at, so thou ne*er rptum^ 
Unless thou say. Prince Pericles is dead. 

Thai. Myk>rd,ifl 
Can get him once within my pistd*8 length, 
1*11 make him sure: so farewell to your highness. 

[Exit. 

Ant. Thaliard, adieu! till Pericles be dead. 
My heart can lend no succour to my head. [Exit. 
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SCENE II. 

Tyrt. A Room in the Palace. 

Enter Pericles, Helicanus, and other Lords, 

Per. Let Done disturb us : Why this charge of 

thoughts ? 
The sad companion, dull-ey'd melancholy. 
By me so us*d a guest is, not an hour. 
In the day's glorious walk, or peaceful night, 
(The ; tomb where grief should sleep,) can breed me 

quiet! 
Here pleasures court mine eyes, and mine eyes shun 

them. 
And danger, which I feared, is at Antioch, 
Whose arm seems far too short to hit me here: 
Yet neither pleasure's art can joy my spirits. 
Nor yet the other's distance comfort me. 
Then it is thus : the passions of the mind. 
That have their first conception by mis-dread. 
Have after-nourishment and life by care; 
And what was first but fear what might be done, 
Grows elder now, and cares it be not done. 
And so with me 3 — the great Antiochus 
('Gainst whom I am too little to contend. 
Since he's so great, can make his will his act,) 
Will think me speaking, though I swear to silence; 
Nor boots it me to say, I honour him. 
If he suspect I may dishonour him : 
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And what ms^ make him blush in being known^ 

'He*U stop the course by which it might be known; 

With hostile forces he*ll o*erspread the land. 

And with the ostent of war will look so huge^ 

Amazement shall drive courage from the state 5 

Our men be vanquished, ere they do resist. 

And subjects punish*d> that ne'er thought offence : 

Which care of them, not pity of myself, 

(Who am no more but as the tops of jtrees, 

•Which fence the roots they grow by, and defend 

them,) 
Makes both my body pine, and soul to languish. 
And punish that before, that he would, punish. 

1 Lord. Joy and aU comfort in your sacred breast ! 

2 Lord. And keep your mind, till you return to ta. 
Peaceful and comfortable ! 

. Hel. Peace, peace, my lords, and give experience 

tongue. 
They do abuse the king, that flatter him ; 
For flattery is the bellows blows up sin> 
The thing the which is flattered, but a spark. 
To which that breath gives heat and stronger glowipgj 
Whereas reproof, obedient* and in order. 
Fits kings, as they are men, for they may err. 
When signior Sooth here does proclaim a peace. 
He flatters you, makes war upon your life : 
Prince, pardon me, or strike me, if you please; 
I cannot be much lower than my knees. 
Per, All leave us else; but let your cares o'erlogk 
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What shipping, and what lading's in our haven. 
And then return to us. [^Exetmt Lords,"] Helicanus, thou 
Hast moved us : what seest thou in our looks > 

Hel. An angry brow, dread lord. 

Per^ If there be such a dart in princes* frowns. 
How durst thy tongue move anger to our &ce ? 

HeL How dare the plants look up to lieaven> finom 
whenoe 
They have their nourishment ? 

Per. Thou know*st I have powix 

To take thy life. 

Hel. IKneeling."] I have ground the axe myself ; 
Do you but strike the blow. 

Per. Hise, pr'ythee rise^ 

SH down, sit downj thou art no flatterer : . 
I thank thee for it ; and high heaven forbid. 
That kings should let their ears hear their faults hid ! 
Fit counsellor, and servant for a prince. 
Who by thy wisdom mak*st a prince thy servant. 
What would*8t thou have me do? 

Hel. With patience betf 

Such griefs as you do lay upon yourself. 

Per, Thou speak'st like a physician, Hdicanus; 
Who minister*st a potion unto me. 
That thou would*st tremble to receive thyself. 
Attend me then: I went to Antioch, 
Where, as thou know*st, against the £ice of death, 
I sought the purchase of a glorious beauty. 
From whence an issue I might propagate. 
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Bring arms to princes, and to subjects joys**^. 
Her £ice was to mine eye beyond all wonder; 
The rest (hark in thine ear,) as black as incest; 
Which by my knowledge found, the sinful father 
Seem'd not to strike, but smooth : but thou know*Bt 

this, 
'Tis time to fear, when tyrants seem to kiss. 
Which fear so grew in me, I hither fled. 
Under the covering of a careful night, 
Wlio seem*d my good protector; and being here. 
Bethought me what was past, what might succeed* 
I knew him tyrannous ; and tyrants* fears 
Decrease not, but grow faster than their years: 
And should he doubt it, (as no doubt he doth,) 
That I should open to the listening air. 
How many worthy princes* bloods were shed. 
To keep his bed of blackness unlaid ope,— 
To lop that doubt, he'll fill this land with arms. 
And make pretence of wrong that I have done himj 
When all, for mine, if I may caU*t ofience. 
Must feel war's blow, who spares not innocence :- 
Which love to all (of which thyself art one. 
Who now reprov*st me for it) 

Hel. Alas, sir! 

Per, Drew sleep out of mine eyes, blood from my 
cheeks. 
Musings into my mind, a thousand doubts 
|iow I nught stop this tempest, ere it came; 
And finding little comfort to relieve them, 
I thought it princely charity to grieve them". 
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Pel. Well, my lord, since you have given me 
leave to speak. 
Freely 1*11 speak. Andochus you fear. 
And justly too, I think, you fear the tyrant. 
Who either by publick war, or private treason, 
Will take away your life. 
Therefore, my lord,- go travel for a while, < 
Till that his rage and anger be forgot. 
Or Destinies do cut his thread of life. 
Your rule direct to any; if to me. 
Day serves not light more j^ithful than I'll be. 

Per. 1 do not doubt thy ^th ; 
But should he wrong my liberties in absence^- 

Hel. We*ll mingle bloods' together in the earth. 
From whence we had our being and our birth. 

Per. Tyre, I now look from thee then, and to 
Tharsus 
Intend my travel, where 1*11 hear from thee; 
And by- whose letters 1*11 dispose myself. 
The care I had and have of subjects' good. 
On thee 1 lay, whose wisdom's strength can bear it 

m 

m take thy word for &ith, not ask thine oath; 
Who shuns not to break onj^, will sure crack both : 
But in our orbs.we!ll live so round and safe. 
That time of both this truth shall ne*er convince. 
Thou showd'st a subject's shine, I a true prince. 

[Exeunt. 
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SCENE III. 

Tyre. An Ante-chamber in the Palace* 

Enter Tualiard. 

Thai. So^ this is Tyre, and this is .the court. Here 
must I kill king Pericles $ and if I do not, I am sure 
to be hang'd at home: *tis dangerous. — Well^ I per- 
ceive he was a wise fellow^ and had good discretion, 
that being bid to ask what he would of the king, de« 
sired he might know nope of his secrets. Now- do I 
see he had some reason for it : for if a king bid a man 
be a villain, he is bound by the indenture of his oath 
tp be one.— 
Hush, here come the lords of Tjrre. / 

Enter Helicanus, Escanes, and other Lords. 

Hel. You shaU not need, my fellow p^rs of Tyre, 
Further to question of your king*s departure. 
His seal*d commission, left in trust with me. 
Doth speak sufficiently, he's gone to travel. 

Thai. How ! the king gone ! [Aside. 

HeU If further yet you will be satisfied. 
Why, as it were unlicens*d of your loves. 
He would depart, 1*11 give some light imto you. . 
Being at Antioch 

Thai. What from Antioch ? {Aside. 

Hel. Royal Antiochus (on what cause I know not,) 
Took some displeasure at him; at least he judged so: 
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And doubting lest that he had err'd or nnn'd^ 
To show his sorrow^ would conect himself; 
So puts himself unto the shipman's toil. 
With whom each minute threatens Hie or death* 

Thai. Well, I perceive iAtide. 

I shall not be hang*d now, although I would; 
But since he's gone, the king it sttre must please. 
He 'scap*d the land, to perish on ^be seas. — 
But m present me. Peace to the lords of Tjrre! ' 

HeL Lord Thaliard from Antiodms is welcome. 

Thai. From him I come 
With message unto princely Perides; 
But, since mj landing, as I have undelrstood 
Touriord hai took himself to unknown travels. 
My message must return from whence it came. 

HeL We have no reason to desire it, since 
Ck>mmended to* our master, not to us : 
Yet, ere you shall depart, this we desire, — 
As friends to Antioch, we may feast in Tyre. 

lExewt, 

SCENE IV. 

ThartHi* A Roam in the Gavemaur's House, 

Enter Cleow, Dionyca, and Attendants 

Cle, My Dionyza, shall we rest us here. 
And by relating tales of othenT griefs. 
See if 'twill teach us to forget our own? 

Dio. That were to blow at fire, in hope to quench it; 
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For who (%} bilb beoaioe thay do aspke. 
Throws down one mountain^ to cast up a higher. 
D my distressed lord, even such ocur griefs; 
Here they're Sut felt^ and seen with mistfiil eyes. 
But like to grores^ being topp*d> they lugher hse^^. 

Ck. O Dionyza, 
Who wantBth fopd, and will not say, he wants it. 
Or can conceal his hunger^ till he famish? 
Oar tongues and sorrows do sound deep our woes 
Into the air) our eyes do weep, till lungs 
Fetch breath that may proclaim them buderj that* 
If heaven slumber, ^hile iheir creatures want. 
They may awai^ their heipa to cocofiirt them, 
ril then discourse our woes, felt several years. 
And wanting breath to speak, help me with tears* 

Dio. rU do my bes^ sir. 

Ck, This Tharsus, o*er which I have govemnieatt 
(A city, on whom plenty held full hand,) 
For riches, strew'd herself even in the streets; 
Whose towers bore heads so high> th^ kiss*d the 

clouds. 
And strangers ne'er beheld, but wondered at; 
Whose men and dames so jetted and adom*d, 
lake one another's glass to trim them by : 
Their tables were stor'd fiill, to ghkl the sight. 
And not so much to feed on, as delight; 
All poverQr was scom'd, and pride so great, 
The name of help grew odious to repeat, 

Dio, O, 'tis too true. / 

VOL. X. V 
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Cle. But iMe what heaven can do! tf thk «iir 

change. 
These numthst whom but of lite, earthy sa^^and 

air. 
Were all too litde to oorilent and pleasT^ 
Although they gave dieir creatures in abundance^ 
As houses are defil'd for want of use. 
They are now starv'd for want of exercise : ' 

ThcMe palates, who not yet two summers youogei^ 
Must have inventions to delight the taste. 
Would now be glad of bread, and beg for it; 
Those mothers who, to nousle up their babes. 
Thought nought too curious, are ready now. 
To eat those little darlings whom they lov*d. 
So sharp are hungers teeth, that man and wife 
Draw lots, who first shall die to lengthen life: 
Here stands a lord, and there a lady weeping i 
Here many sink, yet those which see them &S1, 
Have scarce strength left to give them buriaL 
Is not this true ? 

Dio, Our cheeks and hollow eyes do witness it 
Cie* O, let those cities, that of Plenty's cup 
And her. prosperities so largely taste. 
With their superfluous riots, hear these tears! 
The misexy of Tharsus may be theirs. 

Enter a Lord. 

Lord. Where's the lord governor? 
C/f • Here. 
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"Speak <mt thy sorrows which thoa bring'st, in hastsj 

Fbr comfort is too far for us to expect. 

- Lord. .W^ have descried^ upon our neighbouring 

shore^ 
A portly sail of ships make hitherwarcL 

Ckt I thought as much. 
One sorrow never com^/but brings an heir^ 
That may succeed as his inheritor; 
And so in our's : some neighbouring nation. 
Taking advantage of our misery. 
Hath stutiTd these hollow vessels with their power^ 
To beat us down, the which are down already; 
And make a conquest of unhappy me. 
Whereas no gloiy's got to overcome. 

Lord. Thafs the least fear; for, by the semblance 
Of their white flags display*d, they bring us peace, * 
And come to us as favourers, not as foes. 

Cle. Thou speak*8t like him's untutored to repetft^ 
Who makes the fairest show, means aiost deceit. 
But bring they what they will, what need we fear? 
The ground's the low'st, and we are half way there. 
Gfo tell their general, we attend him here. 
To know for what he comes, and whence he oomes^ 
And what he craves. 

Lord, I go, my htd. lExit, 

Cle. Welcome is peace, if he on peace consist; j 
If wars, we are unable to resist. 

Enter Pericles, witk Attendants. 
Per. Lord governor, for so we hear you are. 
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Jjei not our ships and number of oar med^ 
Be, like a beacon fir*d, to amaze your eyes* 
We have heard your miseries as &r as Tyre, 
And seen the desolation of your streets: 
Nor come we to add sorrow to your tears. 
But to relieve them of their heavy load; 
And th^se Gfur ships you happily may think 
Are, like the Trojan horse, war-stuff*d within^ 
With bloody views^ expecting overthrow. 
Are stored with com^ to make your needy bread. 
And give them life, who ^re hunger-starv'd, half 
dead« 

JU. ThegodsofOseeoepmtectyou! 
And we'll pray fi)r you. 

Per* Blse, I pray you, rise; 

We do not look for reverenoe, but for love. 
And harbottsage for oucBelf, our ships, and men. 

CU. The which when any diall not gratify. 
Or pay you vn$k untbanhfiilness in thought. 
Be it our wives, our children, or ourselves. 
The curse of heaven and men succeed their evils I, 
TIU wheoj (the which, I hope, shall ne*^ be aeen,) 
Your grace is welcome to our town and us. 

Per^ Which welcome we'll accept > feast hers, a 
while. 
Until out stars that frown, lend us a smile. [Exeunt, 
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ACT II. 

Enter GowbRv 

Gcfw, Hen have yoa seen a mighty king 
HU child^ I wt8> to inoest bring i 
A better prince^ and benign lord. 
Prove zvirfal both in deed and wordi* 
Be quiet then> as men should he, 
nil he hath pass'd necessity. 
1*11 show you dioee in troubles feign> 
Losing a mite, a mountain gain. 
The good in convenation 
(To whom I give my benison,) 
Is still at Tharsns, where each man 
Tliinkff all 4s writ he Spoken can: 
And, to remember what he does. 
Gild his statoe glopions*^: 
But tidings to the contrary 
Are bfooght yoiar eyes^ what need speak I? 

Vumb show. 

» . > , . • , . . 

Enter at one door Pericles, talking with Clbon; ait 
ike tram wUk tkem. Enter at anotier door, a Gen^ 
tleman, vdtk a letter to Pericles; Pericles 
9kaw9 the letter to Cleok ; then gvoei the Messenger 
a reward, and knights him. Exeunt Pericles, Cleon, 
Sfcseterolbf. 



Gofw* Good Helicane hath staid at home. 
Not to eat honey, like a drone. 
From others* labours; forth he strive 
To killen bad, keep good alive ^ 
And, to fulfil his prince* desire. 
Sends word of all that haps in lyre : 
|Iow Thaliard came full bent with sin. 
And hid intent, to murder him j 
And that in Tharsus was not best 
Longer for him to make his rest: 
He knowing so, put forth to seas. 
Where when men been, there*s seldom ease; 
For now the wind begins to blow; 
Thunder above, and deeps below. 
Make such unquiet, that the ship 
Should house him safe, is wreck'd and ^t; 
And he, good prince, having all lost. 
By waves fiom coast to coast is tost: 
All perishen of man, of pel^ 
Ne aug^t escapen but himself; 
Till fortune, tir*d with doing bad. 
Threw him ashore, to give him glad*^: 
And here he comes: what shall be next, 
F^on old Gower; this long's the text. [£n/. 
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SCENE L 



FentapoHt. 4n appi place, by the #f a ttdSt, 

Enter Pericles, wet. 

Per. Yet-eease yoar ire, ye angry stars of heaven ! . 
Wind, rain> and thunder, remember, earthly man 
Is bat a substance that must yield to yoa% 
And I, as fits my nature, do obey you. » 
Alas, the sea hath cast me on the rocks, 
Wash'd me finom shore to shore, and left me breath 
Nothing to think on, but ensuing death : 
Let it suffice the greatness of your powers. 
To have bereft a prince of all his fortunes; 
And haying thrown him firom your watry gnrve» . 
Here to have death in peace, is all he*U crave. 

Enter three Fishermen, 

1 Bfi. What, ho, Pi|ch ! 

% Fiik. Ho! come, and bring away the nets, 

1 Fish. What, Patch-breech, I say ! 

3 Fiih. What say you, master? 

iFiih. Look how thou stirrest now! come away, 
or I'll fetch thee with a wannion ^K 

8 Fish. 'Faith, master, I am thinking of the poor 
men that were cast away before us, even now. 

1 Fish. Alas, poor souls, it grieved my heart to hear 
what pitiful cries they made to us, to help them, 
when, well-a-day, we could scarce help ourselves. 

8 Fish* Nay, master, said not I as mucb^ when I 
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qaw the porpiu^ how he bounced and tumbled? thef 
say, the7are half fish> half flesh: a plague on theiB» 
they ne*er come, but I loc^ to be wash'd. Master, I 
manrel haw the fishes live in the sea. 

1 Fish, Whjj^ as men do a-l^nd; the great (mes eat 
up the little ohes : I can compare o«r rich misers to 
no^iing so fitly a^ to a whale; 'a pla3rs and tumbles, 
driving the poor fiy before him, and at last devonh 
them all at a mouthful. Such whales have I heard 
on a* the laad, who never leave gaping, till thqr'vt 
swallow'd the whole parish, church, stftepl^ bells 
anciall. 

Per, A pretty moral. 

3 Fish. But, master, if I had been the sexton, I 
would have been that day in the belfry. 

2Bth. Why, man? 

3 Fish. Because he should have swallowed me tooi 
and when I had been in his belly, I would have kept 
such a jangling of the bells, that he should never have 
left, till he cast bells, steeple> church, and parish, up 
again. ' But if the good king Simonides were €^ my 
min d 

Per, Simonides? 

3 Fish, We would purge the land of these dioses, 
that rob the bee of her honey. ' 

Per, How from the finny subject of the sea 
These fishers tell the infirmities of men; * • ^ 

And fix>m their watry empire reo^ect 
All that XDxy men approve, or men detect ! ^ 

Peace be at your labour, honest fishermen. 

2 Fish. Honest! good fellow, what's that? if it be 
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a^tkyfiti j€m, adntch it out of the calendar, and no 
body will look after it. 

Per. Nay, lee, the sea hath cast upon your 
COM— — 

a FM. MHiat a drunken knave was the seaj to oasl 
thee in our way ! 

Per. A man whom both the waters and the wind. 
Id that vast tennis-court^ hath made the ball 
For them to play upon, entreats you pity him; 
He asks of you, that never us*d to beg. 
• I F'uk^ No, friend, catmot you beg? here*i tfiera 
in our coundy of Greece, gets more with beggings 
than we can do with working. 

2 Piik, Can*st thou catch any ^h^ then ? 

Per, I never practised it. 

2 Fuk, Nay, then thou wilt starve sure ; fbr hete*s 
nothing to be got now a-days, unless thou can*st fish 
fort. 

Per* What I have been, I have foigot to know; 
But what I am, want teaches me to think on; -: 

A man shrunk t^ with cold: my veins are chiU, 
And have no more of life, than may suffice 
To give my tongue that heat, to ask your help; 
Wfaidi if yon diall refuse, wh^n I am dead. 
For I am a man, pray see me buried. 

1 FUk. Die qnoth-^a? Now gods fbrlndf I have a 
gown here; come, put it on; keep thee warm. Now, 
afoie me, a handsome ftUow! Come, thou^altg<^ 
home, and we'll have fledi for hblklays, fiih fof fast^ 
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iiig«da]r8, and moreo'erfwaddhigsaailiip jir>ii^*} mA 
thou shalt be welcome. 
' Fer. I thank 7oa> sir. 

2 Fiih. ^ark you, my fasod, 70a aaadyoo oonld 
iidlbeg. 

Per. I did but crave. 

2 ftfA. But crave? Then Fll turn craver too, and 
10 1 shall *8cape whipping. 

Per. Why, are all your beggars whipp*d then? 

2 FUh, O, not all, my frknd, not all; for if all 
your beggars were whipp'd, I would wish no better 
office, than to be beadle. But, master, I'll go draw 
up the net. [ExewU two of the FUhenaen^ 

Per. How well- this honest mirth beoooEies their 
labour! 

I Fuk. Hark you, ur! do you know where you 
arc? ,. : > , -i 

Per. Not well. t 

] Fisk. Why I'll teU you : this Is caUed Pentapolis, 
and our king, the good Simonides. .«' . i 

Per. The good king Stmomdes, do you caU him? 

1 Fisk. Ay, sir ; and he deserves so to be call'd> 
for his peaceable reign, and good government. ' 

Per. He is a happy king, once firom his subjects • 
He gains the name of good) by his government 
How far is his court distant from this shore ? ^ 

1 Fish. Many, sir, half a dajr'sjoumey; andl'fl 
tell you, he hath a faxr daughter, and to-morrow is 
her birth-day$ and there are princes and knigbtsoome 



fmn all parts of th^ wokM,,<o just and todro^ for 
her love^ 

Vtr, Did but my fortunes equal my desires, 
rd wish to make ooe there. 

1 ¥iik. O sir, things must be as th^ mayi and 
what a man cannot get, he may lawfiiUy deal for-^ 
his wife's soul *^ 

Bjt'CnJter the iXDO Fishermen, drawing up a ntt. 

^Fish. Help, master, help) here's a fish hangs In 
the net> like a poor man's right in, the law; 'twill 
hardly come out. Ha! bots on't, *tis come at last, 
and 'tis tum'd to a rusty armour.^ . 

Fer. An armour, firiends! I pray you, let me see it» 
Hianks, fortune, yet, that after all my crosses, . 
Thou giv'st me somewhat to repair myself j 
And, though it was mine own, part of mine h^v 

ritage,r, , 
Which my dead &ther did bequeath to me, . , 
With this strict chaige, (even as he left his life,) 
Keep U, nty PericUs, it hath been a shield 
^Twist me md death; (and pointed to this brace:) * 
For that it soffd me, heep it; i»Uke necessity, 
Whichgodsprotect thee from fit may defend thee. t 
It kept whcoe I kq>t, I so dearly lov'd it j 
Till the rough seas, that spare not any man. 
Took it in rage, though calm'd, they giv't again: ' 
I thank thee for't} my shipwreck's now no ill, . ; 
Siooe. I have here my father's gift by will. .. 
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iFM. YTlai mem yen, ut} 

Per. To b^ of yoa, kind firlends^ this cakt of 
.; wortb. 
For it was sometime target to ft king; 
I know it by tills mark. He lov'd me dearly. 
And for his sake, I wish the having of it; 
And that you'd guide me to your sovQteign's court. 
Where with*t I may appear a gentleman; 
And if that ever my low fortunes bettbr, 
111 pay your boonties^tiU then, mt your debtor. 

1 FUk. Why, wilt thou toomey ibr the lady } - 

Per. Ill show the virtue I have borne in anna. 

1 Fish. Why, do ye take it> and the goda give diee 
lfoodon*t! 

2 Fi*k» Ay, bat haik you, my friend; 'twaa wi» 
that made up this gannent thnm^ the rodgh seantf 
t£ the waters : diere ave certain coiidolementa> certaio 
vails. I hope, sir, if you thrive, yoo'll .remember 
from whence ypu had it. 

Per.^ Bdieve't, I will. 
Now, by your furtherance, I am dotfa'd ia iteel; 
And ^te of all the rupture of the aai^ 
This jew^ holds his biding on my anBf 
UntO'thy value will I mount myself 
Upon a coarser, whose delightful stqw 
Shall make the gazer joy to see him tread^r^ 
Only, my friend, I yet am uoprovided 
Of a pair of bases " • 

2 Fiii. Well .sure provide: thou shalt have my 
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best gown to make thee a pair; and 1*11 bring thee to 
^e<couxt tnyself. 

Fer* Then honour be but a goal to tay will; 
This dqr Til rise, or else adkl ill ^ ilL [Extimi. 

SCENE II. 

The same. A pMick Way, or Plaifarm, leading to iks 
JJsU. A PasoiUom fry the tide of it, for the recef^tion 

of the King, Prince f. Lords, SfC. 

•. ' . • 
Enter Simonides, Thaisa, ix)rds, and Attendants. 

Sim. Aie tfa^ knightS: re^ to begin the triumph? 

1 Lord. They are, my liege; 
lAod at^y yow coming .to present themsehrest 

Sim. Return them, we are ready; fuidoor daughter, 
.lo-bonour of whose birth these triumphs are. 
Sits bere> like beauty's child, whom nature gat 
For men to see, and seeing wonder at [^Exit a Lord. 

Thai. It pkaseth you> my &th«r, to express 
My commendations great, whose merit's lesi^ 

Sim. *Tls fit it should be so ; for princes are 
A model, which heayen makes like to itself? 
As jeweb lose their ^oiy, if neglected. 
So princes theit renown, if not reelected. 
Tis now your honour, daughter, to: esj^aia • 
The labour of each knight, in his devipe. 

Thai. Whicbi topreserye mine honour, lUper^aii.. 
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Enter a Knigld; kepasgcM acer tie stage, and hU squire 
fresents kis sUM to the Princess, 

' Sim. Yfho 18 the first that doth prefer himself? 
Thai. A knight of Sparta, my renowned father; 
And the device he bears upon his shield 
Is a black j£thiop^ reaching at the sun ; 
Tibib word. Lux itta vita mihi. 

Sim. He loves you well> that holds h'ls life of ytm. 

[The second kmgkt passes. 
Who is the second, that presents himself? 

Thai, A piince of Macedon, niy royal Either; 
And the device he bears upon his shidd 
Is an arm'd knight, that's conquered by a lady: 
The motto thus, in Spanish ^^, Ptti per di^firra ^ per 
fuerga, 

[The third kmght pasta. 
5tm. And what's the third ? 
Thai, The third, of Antiocb^ 

And his device, a wreath of chivalry : 
The word. Me panqnt profoesit apex. 

[The fourth knight passes, 
Sim. What is the fourth? 

Thai. A burning torch, that's turned upside down ; 
The word. Quod me aUt, me extinguitm 

Sim. Which shows that beauty hath his power and 
will, 
Whichtcan as well inflame, as it can kill. 

[The fifth knight pastes. 
Thai^ The fifth, an hand environed with clouds; 
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Holding oat gold^ that's by the touchstone tried : 
Hiemotto thusj Skipedimdafides. 

ITke iixtk knigki paufu 

Sim. And what's the sixth and kst^ whidi the 
knight himself . , r 

With such a graceful courtesy delivered ? 

Thai, He seems a stranger; but his present is 
A withered branch, that's only green at top; 
The motto,' III hoc tpe vivo* 

Sim* A pijetty morale 
From the dejected state wherein he is^ 
He hopes by you his fortunes yet may flourish. 

1 Lord. He had need mean better than his out^ 

* ward show 
Can any way speak in his just commend : T 

Foo by his rusty outside, he appears 
To have practis'd more the whipstock*^, than thi6 
lance. 

2 Lord. He well may be a stranger, for be comes 
To an honpur'd triumph, strangely ftimished. 

3 Lord, And on set purpose let his armour mst 
Until this day, to scour it in the dust. 

Sim, Opinion's but a fool, that makes us scan 
Tl^ outward habit by the inward man. 
But stay, the knights are coming; we'll withdraw 
Into the gallery. ^EseM. 

[Oreai skauts, (mdallcry. The mean knight 
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SCENE III. 

. The Same. A HiM of Stajte.—A Banq^ frepmd. 

Emter Simokides, Thaisa> Lords, Kmgkts, tmd 

Attendants, 

Sim. Kjaif^tM, 
To say you are welcome, were fluperfluooy. 
To place upon the vdume of your deeds. 
As in a title-page, your worth in arras. 
Were nsore than you expect, or mate than's £t. 
Since every worth in show commends itselL 
Prepare for mirth, for mirth becomes a feast: 
You are my guests. 

Thai. But you, my knight and guest; 

To whotn this wreath of victory I give. 
And crown yon king of this day's happiness. 
^ Per. Tis more by fortune, lady, than my merit 

Sim, Call it by what you will, the day is yoon; 
And here, I hope, is none that envies it. 
In firanung artists, art hath thus decreed. 
To make some good, but others to exceed; 
And you're her laboured scholar* Come, queen o'tbe 

fiast, 
(For, daughter, so you are,) here take your pkce: 
Marshal the rest, as they deserve their grace. 

Knights. We are honoured much by good Simo- 
nides. 
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Sim. Yoiu* presence glads our days; honotur we 
love. 
For who hates honour, hates the gods above. 
^ Mdnk.' Str^ yond*s yonr jdace. 

Per, Some other is more fit. 

1 Knight. Contend not, sir j for we are gentlemen^ 
That neither in our hearts^ nor outward eyes, 
£nvy the great, nor do the low despise. 

Per. You are 'right- courteous knights. 

Sim, Sit, sit, sir ; sit. 

Per. By Jove, T wonder, that is king of thoughts^ 
These cates resist me, she^ not thought upon. 

Thai. By Juno, that is queen 
Of marriage, all the viands that I eat 
Do seem unsavoury, wishing him my meat; 
Sure he's a gallant gentleman. 

Sim. Hesbut 

A country gentleman ; 

He has done no n^ore than other knights have done; 
Broken a staff, or so; so let it pass. 

Thcu. To me he seems like diamond to glass. 

Per, Yon king's to me, like to my father's picture. 
Which tells me, in that glory once he was; 
Had princes sit, like stars, about his throne, ' 
And he the sun, for them to reverence. 
None that beheld him> but like lesser lights^ 
Did vail their crowns to his supremacy; 
Where now his son's a gl6w-worm in the night, 
llie which hath fire in darkness, none in light; 
Whereby I see that time's the kingof men, 

VOL. X. X 
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For he*s their parent, and he \s their grave. 

And gives them what he will, not what they crave. 

Sim. What, ace you merry, knig^ } 

1 Knight. Who can be other, in this royil pn^ 
fence? 

Sim, Here, with a cap that's stor'd onto the brikn, 
(As yoado love, fill to your mistress' lips,) 
We drink this- health to yoiu 

KnightM. We thank joox grace. 

Sim. Yet pause a while; 
Yon knight, roethinks, doth sit too melaneholy. 
As if the. entertainment in our court 
Had not a show might countervail his worth. 
Note it not you, Thaisa? 

Thai. What is it 

To me, my father? 

Sim. O, attend, my daughter } 

Princes, in this, should live like gods above. 
Who freely give to every one that comes 
To honour them : and princes, not doing so. 
Are like to gnats, which make a sound, but kill*d 
Are wondered at. 

Therefore to make*8 entrance more sweet, here say 
We drink this standing-bowl of wine to him. 

Thai. Alas/<my &ther, it befits not me 
Unto a stranger knight to be so bold; 
He may my proffer take fat an ofFenoe, 
Since men take women*s gi^ fi^r impudence*. 

Sim. Howl 
Do as I bid you> or you*ll move me ebe. 
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Thai. Nbw^ by the gods^ he ootild not please me 
better. lAside. 

Sim. And farther tell him» we desire to know« 
Of whence he is, hi» name and parentage. 

Thai, The king my Either, sir, has drunk to 70a. 

Per. 1 thank hinu 

Tint. Wishing it so much blood unto your life. 

Per. I thank both him and 70a, and pledge him 
6eel7. 

7%tt, And further he desires to knowof joa. 
Of whence 700 are, 7our name and parentage. 

Per. A gentleman of T7re— (m7 name, P^des; 
M7 education being in arts and arms;)-* 
Who looking for adventures in the world. 
Was b7 the rough seas reh of ships and men. 
And, after shipwreck, driven upon this shore. 

Thai. He thanks your grace; names himself Pe- 
ricles, 
A gentleman of T7re, who onl7 b7 
Misfortune of the seas has been bereft 
Of ships and men, and cast upon this shore* 

Sim. Now b7 the gods, I pit7 his misfortune. 
And will awake him from his melanchQl7. 
Come, gentlemen, we sit too long on trifles. 
And waste the time, which looks for other revels. 
Even in 70ur armours, as 70U are address'd. 
Will ver7 well become a soldier's datioe. 
I will not have exouse, wil^ sa7ing, this 
Loud musick b too harsh for ladies* heads; 
Since the7 love men in arms, as well as^bedi. 

[The Knights dance. 
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So, this was well ask'd^ *twas so well peiibrm*dv 

CoDie, sir; 

Here is a lady that wants breathing too : 

And I have often heard, you knights of Tyre 

Axe excellent in making ladies trip; 

And that their measures are as excellent. 

Per. In those that practise them, they are, my lord. 

Sim. O, that*s as much, as yoa would be deny*d 

[The Knights and LaditM dance. 
Of your &ir courtesy. — Unclasp, unclasp ; 
Thanks, gentlemen, to aU; all have done weU, 
But you the best. [To PericiesJ] Pages and lights, 

conduct 
These knights unto their several lodgings: Youn, suv 
We have given order to be next our own. 

Per, I am at your grace*s pleasiu^. 

Sim. Princes, it is too late to talk of love. 
For diat's the mark I know you level at: 
Therefore each one betake him to his rest; 
To-morrow, all for speeding do their best. [Exewif. 

SCENE Iir. 

Tyre, A Room in (he Governor** Hotue. 

' Enter Helic AW s and Escapes. 

Uel. No, no, my Escanes) know this of me,-« 
Antiochus from incest liv*d not free; 
For which, the most high gods not minding longer 
To withhold the vengeance that they had in stGure^ 
Poe.to this heinous capital ofience. 
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Even in the height and pride of ail his glory. 

When he w^b seated, and his daughter with him. 

In a chariot of inestimable value, 

A fire from heaven, came, and shriveled up 

Their bodies '^ even to loathings for they so stunk. 

That all those eyes ador*d them, ere their fall. 

Scorn now their hand should give their burial. 

Esca, "Twas very strangei. 

Hel. And yet but just; for though 

This king were great, his greatness was no guard 
To bar heaven*s shaft, but sin had his reward* 

fsca. Tis very true. 

Enter (hrte Lords. 

1 Lord. See, not a man in private conference. 
Or council, has respect with him but he. 

2 Lord. It shall no longer grieve, without reproof. 

3 Lord. And curs'd be be that will not second iL 
1 Lard, FoUow me then: Lord Helicane, a word. 
Hel. With me? and welcome: Happy day, my 

lords. 

1 Lord. Know, that our griefs are risen to the top. 
And now at length they overflow their banks. 

Hel. Your griefe, for what? wrong not the prince 
you love. 

1 Lord. Wrong not yourself then, noble Helicane j 
But if die prince do live, let us salute him. 
Or know what ground's made happy by his bieath« 
If in the world he live, we*ll seek him out| 
If ip Ilia grave he rest, we'll $nd him therei 
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And be re8olY*d, he lives to govern vm. 
Or dead, gives cause to rooam hu foneral. 
And leaves us to our free electicm. 

2 Lord. Whose death's, indeed, the strongest in 
our censure *• : 
And knowing this kingdom, if without a head, 
(Like goodly buildings left without a roof,) 
Will soon to ruin fdl, your ndUe self. 
That best know*st how to rule, and how to reign. 
We thus submit unto,-^our sovereign. 

All, Live, noble Helicane ! 

Hel, T^ honour's cause; forbear yotu* suffiages? 
If that ydu love prince Pericles, forbear. 
Take I your wish, I leap into the seas, 
Where's hourly trouble, for a minute's ease. 
A twelvemonth longer, let me then entreat you 
To forbear choice i'the absence of your king; 
If in which time expir'd, he not return, 
I shall with aged patience bear your yoke. 
But if I cannot win you to this love. 
Go search like noblemen, like noble subjects. 
And in your search, spend your adventurous worth; 
Whom if you find, and win unto return. 
You shall like diamonds sit about his crown. 

1 Lord. To wisdom he's a fool that will not yield> 
And, since lord Helicane enjoineth us. 
We with our travels will endeavour it. 

Bel. Then you love us, we you, and we'll clasp 
' bands; 
When peers thus knit, a kingdom ever stands. [£s«iai#; 
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SCENE V. 

Pemta^folU. A Room in the Palace^ 

Enter Simonides^ reading a Letter; tie Knigkte 

meet kirn, 

1 Knight, Good morrow to the good Simonides. 
Sim. Knights, from my daughter this I let you 

know, "" 

That for this twelvemonth^ she'll not undertake 
A married life. 

Her reason to herself is only known. 
Which from herself by no means can I get. 

2 Knight. May we not get access to her, my lord? 
Sim, *Faithy by no means $ she hath so strictly tied 

her 
To her chamber, that it is impossible. 
One twelve moons more she*ll wear Diana's livexy $ 
This by the eye of Cynthia hath she vow^d. 
And on her virgin honour will not break it. 

3 Knight. Though loath ^ bid fioev^, we take 

our leaves. lExeuni. 

Sim. So 
They're well despatched} now to my dau^ter's letter: 
She tells me here, she'll wed the stranger knight. 
Or never'more to view nor day nor light. 
M^tress, 'tis well, your choice agrees with mine; 
I like that weU :— nay, how absolute she'a in't. 
Not mindmg whether I dislike or no! 
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Well, I coinmeDd her choice; 

And will no longer have it be deiay'd. 

Soft, here he comes: — I must dissemble it. 

En^er Pericles. 

Ver. All fortune to the good Simonidesf 

Sim. To you as much, sir ! I am beholden to you. 
For your sweet musick this last night : my ears, 
I da protest, were never better fed 
With such delightful pleasing harmony^ 

Per, It is your graoe*s pleasure to commend f 
Not my desert. 

Sim. Sir, yon are musick's master. 

Per. The worst of all her scholars, my good lord. 

Stfit. Let me ask one thing. What do you think, 
sir, of 
My daughter? 

Per. As of a most virtuous princess. 

Sim. And she is £iir too, is she not? 

Per. As a fair day in summer; wond*rous feir. 

Sim. My daughter, sir, thinks very well of you; 
Ay, M well, sir, that you must be her master. 
And she'll your scholar be; therefore look to it. 

Per. Unworthy I to be her schoolmaster. 

Sim. She thinks not so; peruse this writing else. 

Per. What's here I 
A letter, that sh^ loves the knight of Tyre ? 
Tis the king-s subtilty, to have my life. \^Asidc. 

O, seek not to intrap, my gracious lord^ 
A stranger and distressed gentleman^ 
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That never aim*d so high, to love your daughter. 
But bent all offices to honour her. 

Sim, Thou hast bewitch'd my daughter^ and thou 
art 
A villain. 

Per, By the gods, I have not, sir. 
Never did thought of mine levy ofience; 
Nor never did my actions yet commence 
A deed might gain her love, or your di^kasure* 

Sim, Traitor, thou liesL 

Per. Traitor! 

Sim. Ay, traitor, sir«^ 

Per. Even in his throat, {unless it be the king,) 
That calls me traitor, I return the lie. 

Sim, Now, by the gods, I do applaud Jiis courage. 

[Aside* 

Per, My actions are as noble as my thoughts,- 
That never relish^ of a base descent. 
1 came unto your court, for honour's cause. 
And not to be a rebel to her statei 
And he that otherwise accounts of me. 
This sword shall prove he*s honour*8 enemy* 

Sim, No!— 
Here coqies my daughter, she can witness it. 

Enter TnAis A, 

Per, Then, as you are as virtuous as fair. 
Resolve your angry father, if my tongue 
Did e*er solicit, or my hand subscribe 
To any syllable that made love to you? 
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Thai. Why, sir^ tsf if yoa had. 
Who takes ofience at that would make me glad? 

Sim. Yea, mistress, are yoa so per^ptory ?-*- 
I am glad of it with all my heart lAsideJ] 1*11 tame 

you} 
m bring yoo in sabjection. — 
Will yon, not having my consent, bestow 
Your love and your affections on a stranger? 
(Who, for ought I know to the contrary. 
Or think, may be as great in blood as I.) [Aside, 

Hear, therefore, iHistress ^ frame 3rour will to mine,— 
And you, air, hear you.— Either be rul*d by me. 
Or I will mi^e you — man and ^aifei— 
Nay, come; your hands and lips must seid it toa— 
And being jolnM, I'll thus your hopes destroy; — 
And for a further grief, — God give you '}0f\ 
What, are you both pleas'd? 

Thai, Yes, if you love me, sir. 

Per. Even as my life, my blood that fosters it 

Sim, What, are you both agreed ? 

Both. Yes, 'please your majesty. 

Sim. It pleaseth me so well, I'll see you wed; 
Then, with what haste you can> get you to bed. 

[Exeunt, 
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ACT III. 

Enter Goiter. 

Gate. Now sleep 3rslaked hath the Toat| 
No din but snores^ the house about^ 
Made louder by the o'er-fed breast 
Of this most pompous marriage feast. 
The cat^ with eyne of burning coal. 
Now couches Yore the mouse*8 hole; 
And crickets sing at th* oven's mouthy 
As the blither for their drouth. 
Hymen hath brought the bride to bed, 
Where^ by the loss of maidenhead, 
A babe is moulded : — Be attent» 
And time that is so briefly spent. 
With your fln^ fancies quaintly <eche^; 
What's dumb in show, 1*11 plain with speech. 

Dumb show. 

Enter Periclbs a$ut Simonidbs at one door, with 
Attekitmte; a Messenger meets them, kneels, and gives 
Pericles a Utter. Periclbs shows U to SiuO" 
KiDBSi the Lords kneel to the former. Then enter 
Thaisa with child, and Ltchorida. Simo* 
viDES shows his daughter the letter; she rejoices: 
she and Pericles take leaoe of her father^ and 
depart. Thm Simonidbs, 4^. retire. 
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G&w. By many a dearo and painful perch. 
Of Pericles the careful search 
By the foar opposing coigiies. 
Which the world together joins. 
Is made, with all dae diligence. 
That horse> und sail, and high expence. 
Can stead the quest. At last from Tyre 
(Fame answering the most strong inquire,) , 
To the court of king Simonides 
Are letters brought 5 the tenour these: 
Antiochus and his daughter's deadi 
The men of Tyrus, on the head 
Of Helicanus would set on 
The crown of lyre, but he will none : 
The mutiny there he hastes t'appease; 
Says to them, if king Pericles 
Come not, in twice six moons, home. 
He obedient to their doom. 
Will take the crown. The sum of this. 
Brought hither to Pentapolis, 
Y-ravished the regions round. 
And every one with daps *gan sound, 
Ourheirappartmii$aki$tg: 
Wko drtanCd, who thought ofiuck a thing f 
Brief, he must hence depart to Tyre : 
His queen with child, makes her desire 
(Which who shall cross ?) along to go ; 
(Omit we all their dole and woe :) 
Lychorida, her nurse, she takes^ 
And so to sea. T|ieir vessel shakes 
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On NetytQDe*8 billow ; half die flood 

Hath their keel cat 5 but fortune's mood 

Varies again : the grizzled north 

Disgorges such a tempest forth^ 

That^ as a duck for life that dives. 

So up and down the poor ship drives. 

The lady shrieks, and, well-a-near 1 

Dotli M in travail with her .foar: 

And what ensues in this fell storm. 

Shall, for itself, itself perform. 

I nill relate; action fnajr 

Conveniently the rest convey: 

Which might not what by me is tdd. 

In your imagination hold 

This stage, the ship, upon whose deck 

The sea-tost prince appears to speak. [J2irif, 

SCENE J. 

Enter Periclbs, on a skip at sea* 

Per. Thou God of this great vast, rdnike these 

surges. 
Which wash both heaves. and hell; and thou, that 

hast 
Upon the winds command, bind them in brass. 
Having call*d them from the deep! O stiU thy dea^ 

•ning. 
Thy dreadful ihuoders ; gently quench thy nimble. 
Thy sulphurous flashes !— O bow, Lychorida, 
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How doei ^ queen 2-«-^E1ioa stonily tboa! venom- 

QUiljir 
Wilt thoQ spk aQ %a^?— -The acenuttt'e whiide 
Is as a whisper in the ears of death. 
Unheard. — Lychorida!— Lucina, O 
Divinest patroness, and midwife, gentle 
To those that crj bf night, conrey thj deity . 
Aboard our dancing boat; make swift the pangs 
Of my queen's travails ! —Now, 



Enter Ltchoi^ida, xeith an infant. 

Lye. Here is a thing 
Too youDg.for such a place, who if it had 
Conceit^, would die as. I am like to do. 
Take in your arms this piece t>f your dead queen. 
' Pen How! how, Lychorida! 

Lye, Patience, good sir; do not assist the storm. 
Here*s all that is left livings of your queen, — . 
A little daughter 5 for the sake of it. 
Be manly, and take comfort. 

Per, O you gods ! 

Why do you make us love your goodly gifts. 
And snatch them straight away? We, here below. 
Recall ndt what we give, and therein may 
Vie honour with yourselves. 

Lye. Fbtienoe, good «r, 

£ven for this charge. 

Ter, Now, mild may be thy life ! 

For a more blusfrous birth had never babe: 
Ctuiet and gentle thy conditions ! 
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For thou'rt liie mdeliett ^welooin*d ta diis wotid. 
That e*er was prince's child. Happy what follows ! 
Thou hast as chiding a nativity^ 
As fire» air, water, earth, and heaven can make. 
To herald thee from the womb : even at the first. 
Thy loss is more than can thy portage qait. 
With all thou canst find here.-»-Now the good gods 
Throw their best eyes upon it ! 

Enter two SttUor$» 

1 Sail, What courage, sir? God save you. 

Per. Courage enough: I do not fear the flaw^ 
It hath done to me the wont. Yet, for the love 
Of this poor in&nt, this fresh-new sea-&rer, 
I would, it would be quiet. 

1 Sail, Slack the bolins there; thou wilt not, wilt 
thou? Blow and split thyself. . 

2 Sail, But sea-room, an the brine and cloudy 
billow kiss the moon, I care not. 

1 Sail. Sir, your queen roust overboard; the sea 
works high, the wind is loud, and wiU not lie till the 
ship be clear*d of the dead. 

Per, Tbat*s your superstition. 

1 S(Ul, Pardon us, sir; with us at sea it still hath 
been observed; and we are strong in earnest. There* 
fore briefly yield her; for she must overboard straight 

Per, Be it as you think meet.— Most wretched 
queen ! 

I^c. Here she lies, sir. 

Per, A terrible child«bed hast thou liad,^ mj dear; 
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No light, no fire: the unfriendly elemeitts 
Forgot thee utterly; nor have I time 
To give thee hallow*d to thy grave, hot straight 
Must cast thee, scaroely coffin*dj in the ooxe; 
Wh^re^ for a monuVnent upon thy hones. 
And aye-remaining lamps, the belching whale. 
And humming water must o*erwhelm thy corpse/ 
Lying with simple shells. . Lychorida, 
Bid Nestor bring me spices, ink and paper. 
My casket and my jewels; and bid Nicander 
Bring me the sattin cbfier: lay the babe 
Upon the pillow; hie thee^ whiles I say 
A priestly ^rewell to her: suddenly, woman* 

lExii Lj/ekorida. 

2 Sail. Sir, we have a chest beneath the hatches, 
€aulk*d and bitumed ready. 

Per, I thank thee. Mariner, say what coast it 
this? 

2 Sail. We are near Tharsus. 

P^. Thither, gentle mariner. 
Alter thy course for Tyre. When can*st thou reach 
it? 

2 Sail. By break of day, if the wind cease. 

Per. O make for Tharsus. 
There will I visit Cleon, for the babe 
-Cannot hold out to Tyrus; there 1*11 leave it 
At carefiil nursing. Gro thy ways^ good mariner; 
ril bring the body presently. [^Exeunt. 
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SCENE II. 

Jfyienu. J Room m Cermtm'i Home^ 

Emier Cbaimoit, a Servant, and 9ome pcnom xoko 
ha^ been shipwrecked, 

4 

C«r. Philemon^ ho! 

JE/f^er Philemok. 

PMl. I>othm7lordcaU? 

Cer. Get fimand meat for these poor men; 
It has be^i a turbulent and stormy night 

Serv. 1 have been in many; but sucha night as this> 
Till now, I ne'er endur'd. 

Cer, Your master will be dead ere you retumi 
There's nothing can be minlster*d to nature. 
That can recover him. Give this to the *pothecaty, 
ilind tell rae how it works. [To PUlemon* 

[Exeunt Philemon, Servant, and thoH toho 
had been shipwrecked. 

Enter two GtHtkmen^ 

1 Gent. Good morrow, iiTf 

3 Gent. Good morrow to your lordship* 

: Cer. Gentlemen, 

Why do you stir so early? 
1 Gent. Sir, 

Our lodgings, standing bleak upon the aea. 

Shook, as the earth did quake; 

VOL. X. T 
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The very principals did seem to rend. 
And all to topple: pure surprize and fear 
Made me to quit the house. 

2 Gent That is the cause we ttoubleyovi so early; 
"Us not our husbandry. 

Cer, O, you say well. 

1 Gent, But I much marvel that your lordship^ 
having 
Rich tire about you, should at these eaily hours 
Shake off the golden slumber of repose. 
It is most strange. 

Nature ^should be so conversant vntfa paio. 
Being thereto not compell'd. 

€er. I held it ever. 

Virtue and cunning were endowments greater 
Thah nobleness and riches: careless heirs 
May the two latter darken and expend; 
But immortality attends the former. 
Making a man a god. Tis known, I ever 
Have studied physick, through which secret art. 
By turning o*er authorities, I have 
(Together with my practice,) made fiimiliar 
To me and my aid, the blest infusions 
lliat dwell in vegetives, in metals, stones; 
And I can speidc of the disturbances 
IttoLt nattire works, and of her cures ; which gives me 
A moce content in course of true delight 
Than to be thirsty after tottering honour. 
Or tie my treasure up in silken bags. 
To please the fool and deatk 
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2 Oent. Tout honour has dirough Ephesus pour*d 
forth 
Your charity^ and hundreds cdll diemselvcff 
Youf creatures, who by you have been restor'd: 
And not your knowledge, personal pain, but even 
Your purse, still open, hath built lord Cerimon 
Such strong renown as time shall never ^ 

Enter two ScrvatUs with a chest, 
• 

Serv. So; lift there. 

Cer. What is that? 

Sere, Sir, even now 

Did the sea toss upon our shore this chest; 
Tis of some wreck. 

Cer. Set *t down, let's look on it. 

2 Gent, *Tis like a coffin, sir. 

Cer. Whate'erftbe, 

Tis wondrous heavy. Wrench it open sthiight; 
If the 8ea*s stomach be o'eidiarg'd with gold^ 
It is a good constraint of fortune, that 
It belches upon us. « 

2 Gent, Tis so, my lord. 

Cef"^ How dose 'tis caulk'd and bitum'd!— 
Did the sea cast it up? ^ 

Serv. I never saw so huge a billow, Mir, 
As toss'd it upon shore. 

Cer. Come, wrench it open; 

Soft, softl— >it smells most sweetly in my seiU6. 

2 Gent. A delicate odour. -^ 
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Cer, As ever hit my nostril; 80,7*-up with it« • 
O you most potent gods! what's here ? a corse ! 

1 Gent, Ikfoststxange! 

Cer» Shrouded in cloth of state; bakn'd and en- 
treasured 
With bags of spices full! Apassport too! 
Apollo^ perfect me i*the characters! 

\Unfoidt a icroU, 

Here Ighe to vndentand, [Reads. 

(If e'er thU cqfin drive U'land^J 

J, king Pericks, have lost 

Tkis queen, worth all our mundane co$t. 

Whofindi her, give her burying. 

She toas the daughter of a king: - 

Besides this treasure for a fee. 

The gods requite his charity ! 
If thOu liy'st, Perides^ thou hast a heart 
That even cracks for woe !-^This chanc*d to-night# ' 

2 Gent. Most likely^ sir. . 

Crr. Nay^ certainly to-night; 

For look^ how fresh she looks! — ^lliey were too 

rou^y 
That threw her in the sea. Make fire within; 
Fetch hither all the boxes in my closet. 
Death may usurp on nature many hours,, 
And yet the fire of life kindle again 
The overpressed spirits.. I have heard 
Of <^ Egyptian^ had nine hours lien dead^ 
By good appliance was recovered. 



PRINCE OF TTRfi. Ml 

• • ■ • 

'% • 

• / 

Enter a Sercantj with boxes, napkins, gndjire* 

Well said^ well said; the fire and the cloths.-^ 
The rough fuid woful musick ihat we have. 
Cause it to soand, 'beseech you^* 
The vial once more ; — How thoa sdrr'st, tboo 

block?— 
The musick there. — I pray you, give her air:-* 
Gentlemen, 

This queen will live : nature awakes; a warmth 
Breathes out of her; she hath not been entranc*d 
Above five hours. See, how she 'gins to blow 
Into life's flower again ! 

1 Gcif/. The heavens, sir. 
Through you, increase our wonder, and set up 
Your fiune for ever. 

'Cer. She is alive; behold. 

Her eyelids, cases to those heavenly jewels 
Which Pericles hath lost. 
Begin to part their fringes of bright gold; 
The diamonds of a most praised water 
Appear, to make the world twice rich. O live. 
And make us weep to hear your fiite, &ir cxeatnie» 
Rate as yon seem to be! [SkefmrDei^ 

Thai. O dear Diana, 

Where am I ? Where's my lord? What world is this? 

2 Gent^ Is not this strange? 

1 Crent. Most rare. 

Cer. Hush, gentle neighbours j 

Lend me your hands: to the next chamber bear her* 
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Get linen ; now this matter must be look'd to. 
For h^r lelapae is mortal. Come, come, come ; 
And .£flcukiptus guide us! 

lExeuntg carrying Tkma aamff 

^ SCENE IIL 

. Tliania, A Room tit CUon's House^ 

Enter Pericles, Cleok, Diontza, Ltchorida, 

andidAJLiSA, 

Per. Most honour'd Cleon, I must needs be gonej 
My twelve months are expir'd, and lyrus stands 
In a litigious peace. You, and your lady. 
Take from my heart all thankfulness! The gods 
Make up the rest upon you! 
C2e. Your shafts of fortune, though they hurt you 
mortally. 
Yet glance full wand*riogly on us. 
- Dtoit. O your sweet queen! 

That the strict fates had pleas*d you had brought her 

hither, 
Toharve bless'd mine eyes! 
Per, We cannot but obey 

• 

The powers above us. Could I rage and roar 
A3 doth the sea she lies in, yet the end 
Must be as 'tis. My babe Marina (whom 
For she was born at sea, 1 have nam*d so) here 
J charge your chanty withal, and leave her 
The in£uit of your care^ beseeching you 
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To give her princely training, that fihe ma; bo- : 

Manner*d m ahe is bpr^. 

/ Ck. Fear not> my lord : 

Your grace, that fed my countiy with your com, 

(For which the people's pra3rer8 «till fall upon you,) 

Must in your child be thought on. If neglection 

Should herein make me vile, the common body. 

By you relieved, would force me to my duty : 

But if to that my nature need a spur. 

The gods revenge it upon me aUd mine. 

To the end of generation ! T 

Per, I believe youj 

Your honour and your goodness teach me credit. 
Without your vows. Till she be married, ma4am«i * 
By bright Diana, whom we honour all, 
Unscissar*d shall this hair of mine iBmain, 
Though I show will^ in*t. So I take my leuve* 
Good madam> make me blessed, in your care 
In bringing up my child. 

Dion. I have one myself^ 

Whptshall not be more 6^t to ity respect. 
Than yours, my lord. 

Per. Madam, my thanka and pn^eff. 

Cle. We 11 bring your grape even to the edge o'tbe 
shore J 
Then give you i^> to the mask!d Neptune^ an4 
The gendest winds of heaven. . ; 

* Per, I will embrace 

Your o£fer. Come, dear'st madam. — O, no tears^ 
Lychorida, no tears: 



Look toyonrlitfle mistress, on whose grace 
Yoamay depend hereafter.*— Come, toy lord. 

SCENE IF. 



Epkesus. A Room m Crrimofi's Jffome. 

Enter Cekiuov ttndTBAi9A. 

Cer. Madam, this letter, and some certain jewels. 
Lay with you in your cofier: which are now 
At your comm^d. Know you the character ?. 

Ihai. It is my lord's. 
That I was shipp*d at sea, I well remember. 
Even on my yearning time ; but whether there 
Delivered or no, by the holy gods, 
I cannot rightly say : But since king Pericles, 
lily wedd^ lord, I ne*er shall see again, 
A vestal livery will I take me to, . 
And never more have joy. 

Car. Madaip, if this you purpose as you speak, 
Diana's temple is not distant £ir, 
'Where you may 'bide until your date expire. 
Moreover, if you please, a niece of mine 
Shall there attend you. 

Thai. My recompence is thanks, that's all; 
Yet my good will is great, though the gift smalL 

[Exeuni. 
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ACT IV. 

Enttr GowER. 

Gov. Imagine Pericles at Tyre, 
Weloom'dy to his own desire. 
His wofiil queen leave at Ephess, 
To Dian there a votaress. 
Now to Marina bend jour mind. 
Whom our fast-growing scene must find 
At Tharsas, and by Cleon train*d 
In musick> letters; who hath gain!d 
Of education all the grace^ 
Whidi makes her both the heart and place 
Of general wonder. But alack ! 
That monster envy, oft the wrack 
Of earned praise, Marina's life 
Seeks to take off by treason's knife* 
And in this kind hath our Cleon 
One daughter, and a wench full grown^ 
Even ripe for marriage fight i this maid 
Hight Philoten : and it is said 
For certain in our story, she 
Would ever with Marina be : 
Be*t when she weav*d the sleided silk^ 
With fingers, long, small, white as milk; 
Or when she would with sharp neeld wound^ 
The cambrick^ which she made more sound 
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By hurting it; or when to the lute 

She song, and made the night-bird mnte. 

That still records with moan; or when 

She would with rich and constant pen 

Vail to her mistress Dian ; sfiU 

Tliis Philoten contends in skill 

With absotate Marina^: so ^ 

With the dove of Paphos might the crow 

Vie feathers white. Marina gets 

All praises, which axe paid as debts^ 

And not as. giVen. This so darki 

In Philoten all graceful marks. 

That Cleoa*8 wife, with envj rare, 

A present miirderer does prepare 

For good Marina, tiiat her daughter 

Might stand peerless by this slaughter. 

The sooner' her vile thoughts to stead, * 

Lychorid2r> our nurse, is dead; 

And cursed Dionyza hath 

The pregnant instrument of wrath 

Ptest for tlus blow. The unborn event 

I do commend to your content : 

Only I carry winged time 

Post on the lame feet of my rhyme; 

Which never could I so convey. 

Unless your thoughts went on my way.— - 

Diohyza does appear. 

With Leonine, a murderer. .££fiV. 



{ 
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SCENE L 

. . . . . . • . . . ' 

^nier Dionyza and Leowine. 

pion. Thy 09th . rememberi thou bast sworn tp 
doit: , . 
Tis but a blow, which never shall be Juaown. > 

Thou <:ao8t not do a thing i*the woiid so soon^ 
To jrield thee so much profit. Let not eooscienceji; ; 
Which is but cold> inflame lov^ in thjrbofiomj 
Inflame too nicely ; nor let pity, .which; 
Even women have cast off. melt theel but bo^ . ; 
A soldier to ^y purpose. 

Leon, ril do'tj but yet she is^a goodly -creature. \ 

Dion. The fitter then the gods should have bar. 
Here 
Weeping she comes for her old nurse^s death. ^ 

Thou art resolved? 

Leon* I am resolved. 

* * . * ■ * 

I* 

' EiUer Ma nmfA, with a basket ofjkhDert. 

Mar. No, no, t will rob Tellus of her weed« 
To strew thy green with flowers'*: the yellows^ blues. 
The purple violets, and marigolds. 
Shall, as a chaplet, hang upon thy grave. 
While sununer days do last. Ah me ! poor maid| ; 
Bom In a tempest^ wheq my mother died^ 
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This world to me is like a lasting storm, 
Wbirring me from my friendi. 

Dion. How now, Idarina! why do you keqi altmo I 
How dunce my daughter is not with ygui Do- 

not 
Consume your blood with sorrowing: you have 
A nurse of me. Lord ! how your favour's cbaog'd 
With this unprofitable woe ! Come, conW] 
Give me your wreath of flowers, ere the sea mar it. 
Walk fiirth with Leonine; the air is quick there. 
Piercing, and sharpens well the stomadi. Come ;— 
Leonine, take ber by tbe arm, walk with her. 

Mar. No, I pray youj 
I'll not bereave you of your servant. 

Dion, Come, comet 

I love tbe king your father, and youndf, 
With more than fbr^gu heart. We every day 
Expect him here; when he shall come, and find 
Our paragon to all reports, thus blasted. 
He will repent tbe breadth of bis great voy^; 
Blame both my lord and me, that we have ta'en 
No care to your best courses. Go, I pray yon. 
Walk, and be cheerful once againj reserve 
Tlvt excellent complexion, which did steal ' 
'^Hie eyes of young and old. Care not for me; 
I can go home alone. 

JtfflT. Well.IwiUgof 

But yet I have no desire to it 

Dion, Come, come, I know 'tis good for yoo. 
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Walkhalf an iioar. Leonine, at the least I * ^ 

Remember what I have saicL 

hetm^ I warrant yon, madaoL 

Dion. I*U leave yon, vocf sweet lady, for a while \ 
Pray yon walk softly, do not heat your blood: 
What ! I must have a care of you. 

Mar. Thanks, sweet madam.-^ 

\Exit Dumyza. 
Is this wind westerly that blows? 

Leon, South-west. 

Mar. When I was bom, the wind was north. 

Ijeon. Was'tsof 

Mar. My father, as nurse said, did never fear. 
But cry'd, good seamen, to the sailors, galling 
His kingly hands With hauling of the ropes; 
And, clasping to the mast, endured a sea 3 

That almost burst the deck, and from the ladder- 

tackle 
Wash*d o£Fa Canvas-dimber : Haf Bays one, 
ffiii ouif and, with a dropping industry. 
They skip from stem te stem : the boatswain whistles. 
The master calls, and trebles their confusion. 

Le&n. And when was this? 

Mar. It was when I was bom: 

Never was waves nor wind more violent. 

Leon. Come, say your prayers speedily. 

Mar. What mean you! 

Leon. If you require a little space for prayer, 
I grant it: Pray; but be not tedious. 
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For die gods are qv&ck of ear> add I am iwom 
To do my work with haste. 

Mar. Why, will you kill me? 

V Leon. To satisfy my lady. 

Mar. Why would the hare me kill'd? 
Now, as I can remember, by my troth, 
I never did her hurt in all my life; 
I never spake. bad word, nor did ill turn 
To any living creature : believe me, la, 
I never kill'd a mouse, nor hurt a fly > 
I trcd upon a worm against my will, 
Bat I wept for it. How have I ofended. 
Wherein my death might yield her i»ofit, or 
My life imply her danger ? 

Leon. My commission 

Is not to re2»on of the deed, but do it. 

Mar. Yoli will not deft for all the wcurld, I hope. 
You are well-favour*d, and your looks foreshow 
You have a gentle heart. I saw you lately. 
When you caught hurt in parting two that fought : 
Good sooth, it show*d well in you} do so now: 
Your lady seeks my life 5 come you between. 
And save poor me, the weaker* 

Leon. 1 am sworn. 

And will despatch. 

Enter Pirafei, whilst Marina if strvgghng. 

1 Pir4ite^ Hold, villain! [Leomne rum away.. 

2 Pirate. A prize! a prize! ^ 
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3 Pirate^ Half-part, matei , half-part Come, let!!l 
liavB her aboard saddenlj • 

[^Exeunt Pirata toKk Maritm^ 

SCENE II. 

* 

The Same. 

Re-enter Leonine. 

Leon, These roving thieFes serve the great pirate 
Valdesj 
And they have seiz'd Marina. Let her go: 
There^s no hope she'll return. I*li swear she's deadj. 
And thrown into the sea. — But 1*11 see further; 
Perhaps they will but please themselves upon her> 
Not carry her aboard. If she remain^ 
Whom they have nivlsh'd> must by me be slain. 

lExU. 

SCENE III. 

Mitylenx. A Room in a Brothel. 

Enter Pandeb, Baxod, ondBovLT. 

Pond. Boult. 

Boult. Sir. 

Pond. Search the market narrowly; Mitylene is 
full of gallants. We lost too much money this mart^ 
Jbj being too wenchless. 

Bawd, We were never ao much out of creature^ 
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^e have but poor three, and they can do no more 
than they can do; and with continual action are eved 
as good as rotten. 

Pond, Therefore let's have fresh ones, whate'er we 
pay for them. If there be not a conscience to be us*d 
in every trade, we shall never prosper. 

Bawd, Thou say'st true: *tis not the bringing up 
of poor bastards, as I think, I have brought up some 
eleven 

' BouU. Ay, to eleven, and brought them down i^;ain. 
But shall I search the market ? 

Bawd, What else, man? The stuff we have, a 
strong wind will blow it to pieces, they are la pi- 
tifully sodden. 

Band. Thou say*st true; they're too unwholesome 
o*conscience. The poor Transilvanian is dead, that 
lay with the little baggage. 

BouU. Ay, she quickly pooped him; she made him 
roast-meat for worms:— but I'll go search the mari^et. 

[Exit BouU. 

Band, Three or four thousand chequins were as 
pretty a proportion to live quietly> and so give over. 

Bawd, Why, to give over, I pray you ? is it a shame 
to get when we are old? 

Band, O, our credit Comes not in like the com- 
modity; nor the commodity wages not with the 
'danger; therefore, if in our youths we could pick xx^ 
«fiome pretty estate, 'twere not amiss to keep our door 
hatch'd'*. Besides, the sore terms we stand upon witk 
* the* gods, wiH be strong with us for giving over. 
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Bawd, Come, other sorts ofiend as well as We. 

Pond, As well as we! ay, and better too 5 we 
•fiend worse. Neither is our profession any trade; 
it's no calling:— but here comes Boult. 

EfUer the Pirates, and Boult dragging in Marina. 

Boult. Come your wa3r8. [To MarinaJ] — My ma- 
tters^ you say she's a virgin? 

1 Pirate. O sir, we doubt it not. 

Boult. Master, I have gone thorough for this piece, 
you see : if you like her, so; if not, I have, lost my 
earnest 

Bawd. Boult, has sbe any qualities? 

Boult. She has a good £ace, spdaks well^ and has 
excellent good clothes; there's no further necessity of 
qualities can make her be refused. 

Bawd. What's her price, Boult? 

Bouh. I cannot be bated one doit of a thousand 

Pand. Well, follow me, my masters} you shall 
have your money presently. Wife, take her in; 
instruct her what she has to do, that she may not be 

raw in her entertainment 

lExeunt Pander and Pirates. 

Bawd. Boult, take you the marks of her; the colour 
of her hair, complexion, height, age, with warrant of 
her virginity ; and cry. Be that will give most, shaU 
have her Jirst^. Such a maidenhead were no cheap 
thing, if men were as they have been. Get this done 
as I command you. 

VOL. X. a 
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Boult^ Performance shall foUow. [Exit BauU^ 

Mar. Alack, that Leonine was so slack, so skrari 
(He should have struck, not spoke;) or that these 

pirates, 
(Not enough barbarous,) had not overboard 
Thrown me, to seek mj mother ! 

Baxvd. Why lament you, pretty one? 

Mar, That I am pretty. 

Bawd. Come, the gods have done their pftrt in you. 

Mar, I accuse them not. 

Baxod. You aie lit into mj hands, where youaro 
like to live. 

Mar» The more my fiiult. 
To 'scape his hands, where I was like to die. 

Bawd, Ay, and you diall live in pleasure. 

Mar. No. 

Bawd„ Yes, indeed, shall you, and taiste gentlemen 
of all fasluoQs. You shall ieare well; you shall have 
the difference of all complexions. What! do yoa 
stop your ears ? 
' Mar, Are you a woman? 

Bawd. What would you have me be, an I be not ji^ 
woman? 

Mar. An honest woman, or not a woman. 

Bamd. Marry, whip thee, gosling: I think I shall 
have something to do with you. Come, you, ate a 
young foolish sapling, and must be bowed as I would 
have you. 

Mar„ The gods defend ine! 

Baxod. If it please the gods to defend you by men> 
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tben men must comfort you, men must feed you, 
men must ^tir you up. — Boult's retum*d. 

Enter BovLT* 

Now, sir, hast thou cry^d her through the market ? 

Boult, I have cry*d her aknost to the number of 
her hairs; I have drawn her picture with my voice. 

Bawd. And I pr*ythee tell me, how dost thou find 
the inclination of the people, especially of the younger 
sort? 

Boult. *Faith, they listened, to me, as they would 
have hearkened to their father's testament. There 
was a Spaniard's mouth so watered, that he went to 
bed to her very description. 

Baiod, We shall have him here to-morrow with 
his best ruff on. 

^ Boult. To*night, to-night But, mistress, do you 
know the French knight that cowers i'the hams ? 
' Bawd. Who? monsieur Veroles^i 

Boult. Ay; he offered to cut a caper at the pro-^ 
damation; but he made a groan at it, and swore 
he would see her to-morrow. 

Bawd. Well, well; as for him, he brought his. 
disease hither : here he does but repair it. I know, 
he will come in our shadow, to scatter his crowns in 
the sun* 

Boult, Well, if we had of every nation a traveller, > 
we should lodge them with this sign. 

Baivd. Pray you, come hither awhile. You have 
fortunes coming upon you. Mark me; you must 
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seem to do that fearfully, which you commit inl- 
iingly) to despise profit, where you have most gain. 
To weep that you live as you do, makes pity in your 
lovers: Seldom, but that pity begets you a good opi- 
nion, and that opinion a mere profit. 

Mar* I understand you not. 

Botc/jf. O, take her home, mistress, take her home: 
these blushes of her^s must be quench'd with some 
present practice. 

Bamd, Thou say*st true, i'faith, so they must: for 
your bride goes to that with shame, which is her way 
to go with warrant. 

JSotiiif. 'Faith some do, and some do not. But, 
mistress, if I have bargain'd for the joint, 

Bamd. Thou may'st cut a morsel off the spit. 

Bo%iU. I may so. 

Bawd^ Who should deny it? Come young one, I 
like the maimer of your garments well. 

Boult. Ay, by my fidth, they shall not be changed 
yet. 

Bawd. Boult, spend thou that in the town : report 
what a sojourner we have 5 you'll lose nothing by 
custom. When nature * framed this piece, she meant 
thee a good turn; therefore say what a paragon she is^ 
and thou hast the harvest out of thine own report. 

BouU. I warrant you, mistress, thunder shall not 
so awake the beds of eels, as my giving out her 
beauty stir up the lewdly-inclined. 1*11 bring home 
some to-night. 

Bawd. Come your ways; follow me. 
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Mar, If fires be hot, knives sharp, or waters deep> 
Untied I still my virgin knot will keep. 
Diana, aid my purpose ! 

Bawd, What have we to do with Diana? Pray you, 
will you go with us ? [Exeunt, 

SCENE IV. 

Tharnu, A Roam m CleotCs Home. 
Enter CLEO4V and Diontza* 

Dion, Why, are you foolish ? Can it be undone ? 

Cle, O Dionyza, such a piece of slaughter 
Tlie sun and moon ne*er looked upon ! 

Dion. I think 

You'll turn a child again. 

CU, Were I chief lord of all this spacious world, 
rd give it to unflo the deed. O lady. 
Much less in blood than virtue, yet a princess 
To equal any single crown o*the earth, 
I'the justice of compare! O villain Leonine, 
Whom thou hast poisoned too ! 
If thou hadst drunk to him, it had been a kindness 
Becoming well thy feat : what canst thou say. 
When noble Pericles shall demand his child ? 

Dion, That she is dead. Nurses are not the &tefl^ 
To foster it, nor ever to preserve. 
She died by night; I'll say so. Who can cross it? 
Unless you pby the impious innocent^^ 
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And for an honest attribute^ cry out> 
She died by foul play. 

CU. O, goto. WeD, well. 

Of all the faults beneath thp heavens, the gods 
Do like this worst. 

Dim, Be one of those, that think 

The petty wrens of Tharsus will fly hence. 
And open this to Pericles. I do shame 
To think of what a noble strain you are. 
And of how cow*d a spirit. 

Cle, To such proceeding 

Who ever but his approbation added. 
Though not his pre-consent, he did not flow 
li^om honourable courses. 

Dion. ^e it so then: 

Yet nope does know, but you, how she came dead. 
Nor none can know. Leonine being gone. 
She did disdmn my child, and stood between 
Her and her fortunes : None would look on her. 
But cast their gazes on Marina's face; 
Whilst ouf^ was blurted at, and held a malkin. 
Not worth the time of day. It pierc'd fne thorough; 
And though you call my course unnatural. 
You not your child well loving, yet I find. 
It greets me, as an enterprize of kindness. 
Performed to your sole daughter. 

Cle. Heavens forgive it ! 

Dion. And a9 for Pericles, 
What should he say? We w^ after her hearsej. 
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And eyeo yet we mourn: her monument 
Is almost finish'd, and her epitaphs 
In glittering gcdden characters express 
A general praise to her, and care in us 
At whose expence 'tis done. 

Ck. Thou art like the harpy^ 

Which, to betray, doth wear an angel's &cej 
Seize with an eagle's talons. 

Dion. You are like one, that superstitiously 
Doth swear to the gods, that winter kills the flies; 
But yet I know you*ll do as I advise. [ExeuKt. 

Enter Gower, hrfore the Monument ^Marina at 

Tharnu. 

Gofw, Thus time we waste, and longest leagues 
make short; 
Sail seas in cockles '^ have, and wish but for't; 
Making, (to take your imagination,) 
From bourn to bourn, region to region. 
By yon being pardon'd, we commit no crime 
To use one language, in each several clime, 
W^ere our scenes seem to live. I do beseech you. 
To learn of me, who stand i'the gaps to teach you 
The stages of our story. Pericles 
Is now again thwarting the wajrward seas, 
(Attended on by many a lord and knight,) 
To see his daughter, all his life's delight 
Old Escanes, whom Helicanus late 
Advanc'4 in time to great and high estate,. 
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Is left to govern. Bear you it in mind. 

Old Hdicanos goes along behind. 

Well-sailing ships, and bounteous winds, have 

brought 
This king to Tharsus, (think his pilot thought; 
So with his steerage shall your thoughts grow 

on,) 
To fetch his daughter home, who first is gone* 
Lake motes and shadows see them move awhile 3 
Your ears unto your eyes I'll reconcile. 

Jhimbskaw^ 

Enter at (me door, Periclbs with kis train: €lbok 
atidDioviYZA at the other. Cleon ^^cmv, Peri- 
cles the tomb ^Marinaj whereat Pericles 
makes lamentation^ puts on sackcloth, and m a nighty 
passion departs. Then Cleon and Diontza 
retire. 

Gaa, See how belief may mxffet by fya 
show! 
This IxNTOw'd passion stands for true did woe; 
And Perides, in sorrow all devour'd. 
With sighs shot through, and biggest tears o*er- 

show'r'd. 
Leaves Tharsus, and again embarks. He swean 
Never to wash his face, norcut his hairs; 
He puts on sackdoth, and to sea. He bears 
A tempest, which his inorta} vessd tears. 
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And yet he rides it out. Now please you wit 
Tbe epitaph is for Marina writ 
By wicked Dionjza. 

Hieads the insaiption on Manna's monument. 
The fairest, sioeefst, and best, lies here. 
Who withered in her spring of year. 
She was of Tyrus, the king's daughter. 
On whom foul death hath made this slaughter; 
Marina was she calVd; and at her birth, 
Thetis, being proud, ficallow^d some part o'the earth: 
Therefore the earth, fearing to be overflow d. 
Hath Thetis* birtk^chUd on the heavens bestowed: 
Wherefore she does, (and swears sheH never stint,) 
Make raging battery upon snores of flint. 
No visor does become black villainy. 
So well as soft and tender flattery. 
Let Pericles believe his daughter*s dead. 
And bear his courses to be ordered 
By lady fortune; while our scenes display 
His daughter's woe and heavy well-a-day. 
In her unholy service. Patience then. 
And think you now are all in Mitylen. [Exit. 

SCENE V. 

MUylene. A Street before the Brothel. 

Enter, from the Brothel, two Gentlemen, 
I Gent, Did you ever hear the like ? 
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2 Gent. No> nor never shall do in such a place as 
thi8> she being once gone. 

i Gent. But to have divinity preach'd these! did 
jTQU ever dream of such a thing ? 

a Gent. No> no. Come, I am for no moce bawdj- 
honses: Shall we go hear the vestals sing? 

1 Gent. I'll do any thing now that is virtuous; but 
I am out of the road of rutting, for ever. [Exemt. 

SCENE VI . 

The Same. A Room in the Brothel. 
Enter Fonder, Bawd, and Boult. 

Pand. Well, I had rather than twice the worth of 
her, she had ne'er come here. 

Bawd. Fie, fie upon her; she is able to freeze the 
god Priapus, and undo a whole generation. We must 
either get her ravish'd, or be rid of her. When she 
should do for clients her fitment, and do me the kind- 
ness of our profession, she has me her quirks, her 
reasons, her master-reasons, her prayers, her knees; 
that she would make a puritan of the devil, if he 
should cheapen a kiss of her. 

Boult. 'Faith, I must ravish her, or she'll disfumish 
us of all our cavaliers, and make all our swearers 
priests. 

Pand. Now, the pox upon her green^sickness for 
me! 
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Bawd. *Faith, there's no way to be rid on*t, but by 
the way to the pox. Here comes the lord Lysima- 
chos, disguised. 

Boidt. We should have both lord ahd lown^ if the 
peevish baggage would but give way to customers* 

£ii/er Lysimachus. 

Lys. How now ? How a dozen of virginities^^ ? 

BaiDd, Ncfw, the gods to-bless your honour ! 

Botdt. I am glad to see your honour in good health. 

1^8. You may so 3 *tis the better for you that your 
resorters stand upon sound legs. How now> whole- 
some iniquity? Have you that a man may deal withal, 
and defy the surgeon ? 

Bawd. We have here one, sir, if she would 
but there never came her like in Mitylene. 

Lys, If she*d do the deeds of darkness, thou 
would*st say. 

Baxod, Your honour knows what 'tis to say, well 
enough. 

Lyt. Well 5 caU forth, call forth. 

Boult. For flesh and blood, sir, white and red, you 
shall see a rose} and she were a rose indeed^ if she 
had but 

Li/s. What, pr'ythee? 

BcfuU, O, sir, I can be modest 

lAft, That dignifies the renown of a bawd, no less 
than it gives a good report to 9 number'^ to be chaste. 
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Enter Marina. 

Batvd, Here comes that which grows to the stalk; 
— ^never pluck'd yet, I can assure you. Is she not a 
fair creature ? 

Ia/s. 'Faith, she would serve after a long voyage at 
sea. Well, there's for you; — leave us. 

Baxvd, I beseech your honour, give me leave : a 
word, and Fll have done presently. 

Lyi. . I beseech you, do. 

Bawd. First, I would have you note, this is an ho- 
nourable man. [To Marina, whom she takes aside. 

Mar. I desire to £nd him so, that I may worthily 
note him. 

Bawd. Next, he*s the governor of this country, and 
a man whom I am bound to. 

Mar. If he govern the country, you are bound to 
him indeed; but how honourable he is in that, I 
know not. 

Bawd, 'Fray you, without any more virginal fenc- 
ing, will you use him kindly ? He will line your apron 
with gold. 

Mar. What he will do graciously, I will thankfully 
receive. 

Lys. Have you done ? 

BaxDd. My lord, she's not paced yet; you must 
take some pains to work her to your manage. Come, 
we will leave his honour and her together. 

[£jrft/ii/ Bawd, Pander, and Boult. 
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Ly». Go thy ways. — Now, pretty oDe^ how long 
have you been at this trade ? 

Mar. What trade, sir? 

Lys. What I cannot name but I shall ofiend. 

Mar* I cannot be offended with my trade. Please 
you to name it. 

Lys. How long have you been of this profession ? 

Mar. Ever since I can remember. 

Li/s. Did you go to it so young? Were you a 
gamester at five, or at seven? 

Mar, Earlier too, sir, if now I be one. 

Iffs, Why, the house you dwell in, proclaims you 
to be a creature of sale. 

Mar. Do you know this house to be a place of such 
resort^ and will come into it ? I hear say, you are of 
honourable parts, and are the governor of this place. 

L^i. Why, hath your principal made known vmto 
you who I am ? 

Mar. Who is my principal? 

Lj/i. Why, your herb-woman; she that sets seeds 
and roots of shame and iniquity. O, you have heard 
something of my power, and so stand aloof for more 
serious wooing. But I protest to thee, pretty one,- 
my authority shall not see thee, or else, look fiiendly 
upon thee. Come, bring me to some private place. 
Come, come. 

Mar. If you were bom to honour, show it now; 
If put upon you, make the judgement good 
That thought you worthy of it. 
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Lyi. How^s this? how*s this?-— Some more;- 

•age. 

Mar. Forme, 
Hiat am a maid> though most ungentle fortune 
Hath plac*d me here within this loathsome stie. 
Where, since I came, diseases have been sold 
Dearer than physick^—O that the good gods 
Would set me free from this unhallow'd place. 
Though they did change me to the meanest bird 
That flies i*the purer air ! 

Ia/s, I did not think 

Thou could*st have spoke so well; ne'er dream*d thou 

could'st. 
Had I brought hither a corrupted mind. 
Thy speech had alter'd it. Hold, here's gold for thee : 
Pers^ver still in that dear way thou goest. 
And the gods strengthen thee! 
Mar, The gods preserve you ! 
lAfs. For me, be you thoughten 

That I came with no ill intent; for to me 
The very doors and windows savour vilely. 
Farewell. Thou art a piece of virtue, and 
I doubt not but thy training hath been noble.— 
Hold; here's more gold for thee. — 
A curse upon him, die he like a thief. 
That robs thee of thy goodness ! If thou hear*st front 

me. 
It shall be for thy good. 

[A$ I^nmachut is putting i^i kisjmrte, BouU aUen. 
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BouU. I beieech your hoomir, one piece for me. 

lAfs. Avarint, thou damned door-keeper! Your house; 
But for this virgin that doth prop it up. 
Would sink, and overwhelm you all. Away! 

{^Exit Lysimackus^' 

BouU. How's this? We must take another course 
with you. If your peevish chastity, which is not 
worth a break&st in the cheapest country under the 
cope, shall undo a whde household, let me be gelded 
like a spaniel. Come your ways. 

Mar. Whither would you have me? 

Boult. I must have your maidenhead taken off, or 
the common hangman shall execute it Come your 
way. We'll have no more gentlemen driven away. 
Come your ways, I say. 

Rc'CfUer Bawd. 

Bawd. How now ! what's the matter? 

Bault. Worse and worse, mistress; she has here 
spoken holy words to the lord Lysimachus. 

Bawd, O al>ominaUe ! 

Boult. She makes our profession as it were to stink 
afore the face of the gods. 

Baivd. Marry, hang her up for eves! 

Boult. The nobleman would have dealt with her 
like a nobleman, and she sent him away as cold as a 
snowball; saying his prayers too. 

Bawd. Boult, take her away; use her at thy 
pleasure : crack the glass of her virginity, and make 
the rest malleable. 
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BouU, An if she were a thornier piece of. gronnd 
than she is, she shall be plough*d. 

Man Hark, hark, you gods ! 

Bawd. She conjures : away with her. Would she 
had never come within my doors ! Marry hang you ! 
She*s bom to undo us. Will you not go the way of 
women-kind ? Marry come up, my dish of chastiQr 
with rosemary and bays'^ t [Exit Bawd, 

BouU, Come, niistress; come your way with me. 

Mar. Whither would you have me ? 

BouU, To take from you the jewel you hold so 
dear. 

Mar. Pr*ythee, tell me one thing first. 

Boult. Come now, your one thing ? 

Mar. What canst thou wish thine enemy to be? 

BouU. Why, I could wish him to be my master, or 
rather, my mistress. 

Mar. Neither of these are yet so bad as thou art, 
Sitioe they do better thee in their command. 
Thou hold'st a place, for which the pained'st fiend 
Of hell would not in reputation change: 
Thou*rt the damn*d door-keeper to every coystrel 
That hither comes enquiring for his tib ; 
To the cholerick fisting of each rogue thy ear 
Is liable j thy very food is such 
As hath been belch*d on by infected lungs. 

BouU. What would you have me do? go to the wan, 
would you? where a man may serve seven years for 
the loss of a leg, and have not money enough in the 
end to buy him a wooden one ? 
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Mar» Do any thing but this thou doest. Empty 
Old t^ceptacles, common sowers, of filth; 
SerVe by indenture to the common hangman; 
Any of these wa)s are better yet than this: 
For that which tliou professest, a baboon^ 
Could he ! at speak, would own a name too dear. 

tfait the ^ods would safely from this place 
Deliver me ! Here, here is gold for thee. 

If that thy master would gain aught by me, 
Proclaihi that I can sing, weave, sew, and dance. 
With o^er virtues, which Y\\ keep from boast; 
And I ^ill undertake all these to teach. 

1 doubt not but this populous city will 
Yield miny scholars. 

Bouit. ifiut can you teach all this you speak of ^ 

Mar. Prove that I cannot, take me home again> 
And prostitute me to the basest groom 
That doth frequent your house. 

B(ntU. Well, I will see what I can do for thee: if 
I can place thee, I will. 

Mar. But, amongst honest women ? 

Bouit, * Faith, my acquaintance lies little amongst 
them. But since my master and mistress have 
bought you, there's no going but by their consent: 
therefore I will make them acquainted with your 
purpose, and I doubt not but I shall find them 
tractable enough. Come, rU do for thee what I can; 
come your ways. lExeunt. 
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ACT V. 
Enter Govt E.n» 

Gow* Marina thus the brothel scapes, and 

chances 
Into an honest house, our stoiy says. 
She sings like one immortal, and she dances 
As goddess^Uke to her admired lays : 
Deep clerks she dumbs; and with her neeld com« 

poses 
Nature*s own shape, of bud, bird, branch, or benyi 
That even her art sisters the natural roses ; 
Her inkle, silk, twin with the rubied cherry : 
That pupils lacks she none of noble race. 
Who pour their bounty on her; and her gain 
She gives the cursed bawd. Here we her place; 
And to hei father turn our thoughts again. 
Where we led him> on the sea. We there him 

lost; 
Whence, driven before tbe winds, he is arriv*d 
Here where his daughter dwells; and on this coast 
Suppose him now at anchor. The city striv'd 
Gild Neptune*s annual feast to.keep: from whence 
Ljsimachus our lyrian ship espies. 
His banners sable, trinmi'd with rich expeace; 
And to him in his barge with fervour hiea. 
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In your supposing once more put your sight; 
Of heavy Pericles think this the bark: 
Where, what is done in action, more, if might. 
Shall be discovered j please you, sit, and hark. 

lExit 
SCENE I. 

• • 

On board Pericles* fibp, qj^FMUylene. A close Fa^ 
vilion on deck, with a curtain before it ; Pericles 
within it, reclined on a couch. A barge lying beside 
the Tyrian vessel. 

Enter two Sailors, one belonging to the Tyrian vessel, 
the other to the barge; to them Helicanus* 

Tyr. Sail. Wbere*s the lord Helicanus ? he can 
resolve you. [To the Sailor ofMHykne. 

O here he is.. 

Sir, there's a barge put off firom Mitylene, 

And in it is Lysimachus the governor. 

Who craves to come aboard. What is your will ? 

hel. That he have his. Call up some gentlemen. 

Tyr, Sail. Ho, gentlemen ! my lord calls. 

Enter two Gentlemen. 

1 Gent. Doth your lordship call ? 
Hd. Gentlemen, 
There is some of worth would come aboard; I pray 

you. 
To greet them fairly. 

[The Gentlemen and the two SaUors descend, 
and go on board the barge. 



334 PERICLES, 

Enter, from thence, Lysimachvs and Lords i the 
Tyrian Gentlemen, and the two Sailora. 

Tyr. Sail. j5ir. 
This 18 the man that can^ in aught you woulS, 
Resolve you, 

lAfs, Hail, reverend sir! The gods preserve you ! 
HeL And you, sir, to out-live the age I am, ^ 

And die as I would do. 

1^«. You wish me well. 

Being on shore, honouring of Neptune's triumphs. 
Seeing this goodly vessel ride before us, 
I made to it, to know of whence you are. 
HeL ViTsi, sir, what is your place ? 
Lys. I am governor of this place you lie before. ^ 
Hel. Stf, 
Our vessel is of Tyre, in it the king; 
A man, who for this three months hath not spoken 
To any one, nor taken sustenance. 
But to prorogue his grief. 
Lys, Upon what ground is his distemperature ? 
HeL Sir, it would be too tedious to repeat ; 
But the main grief of all springs from the loss 
Of a beloved daughter and a wife. 
Lys. May we not see him, then ? 
HeL You may indeed, sir. 

But bootless is your sight; he will not speak 
To any. 
Ly9. Yet, let me obtain my wish. 
HeL Behold him, sir: iPericlet discoHred.2 
was a goodly person. 
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mi the disaster, that, one mortal night. 
Drove him to this. 

Ljfs. Sir, king, all hail! the gods preserve you! 
Hail, 
Hail, ro)'al sir! 

BeL It is in vain; he will not speak to you. 

1 Lord. Sir, we have a maid in Mitylene, I durst 
wager. 
Would win some words of him. 

Lys. *Tis well bethought. 

She, questionless, with her sweet harmony 
And other choice attractions, would allure^ 
And make a battery through his deafen'd parts. 
Which now are midway stopp'd: 
She, all as happy as of all the fairest. 
Is, with her fellow maidens, now within 
The leafy shelter that abuts against 
The island's side. 

{^He whispers one of the attendani Lordsj^^Exit 
Lord, in 1ht4>arge of Lysmachus. 

Hel. Sure all's effectless; yet nothing we'll omit 
That bears recovery's name. But, since your kind* 

ness 
We have stretch'd thus^r, let us beseech you further. 
That for our gold we may provision haye. 
Wherein we are not destitute for want. 
But weary for the staleness. 

Lys, O, sir, a courtesy. 

Which if we should deny, the most just God 
For every graff would send a caterpillar. 
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And so inflict our province. Yet otice more 
Let me entreat to know at large the cause ' 
Of your king's sorrow. 

Eel. Sit, sir, I will recount it;— 

But see^ I am prevented. 

Enter ^ from the barge, Lord, Marina, and a ytmwg 

Lady, 

Lift. O, here is 

The lady that I sent for. Welcome, £Eur one ! 
Is't not a goodly presence ? . 

HeL A gallant lady. 

Lyi, She's such, that wet-e I well assur*d she came 
Of gentle kind, and noble stock, Fd wish 
No better choice, and think me rarely wed. 
Fair one, all goodness that consists in bounty 
Expect even here, where is a kingly patient: 
If that thy prosperous-artificial feat 
Can draw him but to answer thee in aug^t. 
Thy sacred physick shall recejve such pay 
As thy desires can wish. 

Mar. Sir, I will use 

My utmost skill in his recovery. 
Provided none but I and my companion 
Be sufTefd to come near him. 

Lys. Come, let us leave her. 

And the gods make her prosperous ! ^Marina iings. 

Lys, Mark*d he your musidc ? 

Mar. No, nor look*d on us. 

Lys. See, she will speak to him. 
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Mar. Hail, sir! my lord, lend ear:— - 

Per. Hnmlha! 

Mar, I am a maid. 

My lord, that ne*er before invited eyes. 
Bat have been gaz*d on comet-like : she speaks 
My lord, that, may be, hath endur'd a grief 
Might equal yours, if both were justly weigh*d« 
Though waywaxd fortune did malign my state. 
My derivation was from ancestors 
Who stood equivalent with mighty kings : 
But time hath rooted out my parentage. 
And to the world and aukward casualties 
Bound^me in servitude. — I will desist; 
But there is something glows upon my cheek. 
And whispers mine ear. Go not tUl he speak. [Aiiie. 

Per. My fortunes — parentage — good parentage— 
To equal mine! — was it not thus? what say you? 

Mar. I said, my lord, if you did know my parent* 
age. 
You would not do me vidoice ''• 

Per. I do think so. 

I pray you, turn your eyes again upon me.— - 
You are like something that — What countrywoman? 
Here of these shores ? 

Mar, No, nor of any shores : 

Yet I was mortally brought forth, and am 
No other than 1 appear. 

Per. I am great with woe, and shall deliver weep* 
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Mj dearest wife was like this maid« and such, a one 
My daughter might have been: my queen*s, square 

brows J . : ' 

Her stature to aq inch';. as wand-like straight'} 
As,silTeV-VQie*d', hefeyes astjc^eUlike/ ' » 
And cas*d as richly : in pace another Jutio;' 
Who .Starves the ears she feeds, and makes them 

liungry. 
The niore she gives them .speech. — ^ Where do you 
live? . ' : . 

Mar. Where I am but a stranger: from. the deck 1 
You may discern the place. 

Ter. : ' Where were you bred ? 

And how achiev*d you these endowments, which 
Yon make . more rich to owe ^ ? 

- "Mar. Should I tell my history, 

'Twould seem like lies. disdain*d in the repotting. . 
^ ftr; Pr^th«iBpcafcj ^ . .. . 

Falseness cannot come from thee, for tbou^look*st 
Modest as justice, and thou seem*st a palace 
For. the 'crown*d truth to dwell in: Fd believe diee. 
And make my senses credit thy relation,* 
To points that seem impossible; for thou looik'st 
Like one I lov'd indeed. What.were thy firi^ds? i 
Didst thou hot say^ ^' when I did push thee back, 
'(Which was. when I perceiv d thee,) that thou cam*st 
From good descending? 

Mar.. . So. indeed I did. 

J^er. Report thy parentage. I think thou saidst 



PRINCE OF TYRE. ^39 

Tbou hadst been tossed from wrong to injury. 

And that thou thought*8t thy griefs might equal mine» 

If both were open*d. 

Mar, Some such thing indeed 

J said, and said no more but what my thoughts. 
Did warrant me was likely. 

Per. Tell thy story 5 

If thine consider'd prove the thousandth part 
Of/ny epdurance, thou art a man, and I 
Have sufrer*d like a girl : yet thou dost look 
Like Patience, gazing on kings' graves, and smiling 
Extremity out of act. What were thy friends ? 
How lost thou them? Thy name, my most kind 

virgin ? 
Recount, I do beseech theej come, sit by me. 

Alar. My name, sir, is Marina. 

Per. O, I am mock*d. 

And thou by some incensed god sent hither 
To make the world laugh at me. 

Mar. Patience, good sir. 

Or here 1*11 cease. 

Per. Nay, I'll be patience 5 

Thou little know'st how thou dost startle me. 
To call thyself Marina. 

Mar. Tiie name Marina> 

Was given me by one that had some power; 
My father, and a king. 

Per. How ! a king's daughter ? 

And call'd Marina? 

Mar. You said you would believe me ; 
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But, not to be a tnxiblei of jmr peac^ 
I wineodboe. 

P*r. Bot are jooflMh awl blood' 

Hare jon a wnrfcing pnlie ? and aic no fair; ? 
Ko motiMt**?— Wdl; ipeakon. When were 700 

bani> 
And -wbeKfive calTd Harina > 

JU«r. CaU'd Marina, 

For I WW bom at sea. 



Ptr. 



At sea rtfaj mother > 



Mar. Uy mother was the daughter of a kinf ; 
Who (fied the tctj minute I wai bonr. 
As my good none Lycfaorida hath oft 
Ddno-'d weeing. 

Ptr. O, slop there a little! 

This a the mrt dieam that e'er doU ilecp 
Did mock nd (bob withal : this cannot be. 
Hj- daifhttr*! buried. [,<n^.l WeU:— when were 

m hear joa OMce, (o the bottom alyoar ttarj. 
And nerer ioterropt joo. 

Mmr. Yoall Ksrce believe aae; *twcre best I did 
giie o'er, 

Prr. I will bdiere jdd bjr the fjllaUe 
Of what JOB shall ddirer. Yet, pre am letre: — 
How came joa IB these parts? where were jon bred! 

.Var. The king, my htba, did ii ~ 



Tdl cmel Clean, with his wicked wile, 
Didae^ toa 
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A villain to attempt it, who having drawn, 
A crew of pirates came and rescued me; 
Brought me to Mitylene. But, now good sir. 
Whither will you have me ? Why do you weep ? It 

may be. 
You think me an impostor > no, good faith ; 
I am the daughter to king Pericles, 
If good king Pericles be. 
Ttr. Ho, Helicanus! 

Ud, Calls my gracious lord ? 

Vtr, Thou art a grave and noble counsellor, 
.Most wise in general : Tell me, if thou canst. 
What this maid is, or what is like to be, 
That thus hath made me we^ ? 

Htl. I know not \ but 

Here is the regent, sir, of Mitylene, 
Speaks nobly of her. 

Lxjs. She would never tell 

Her parentage; being demanded that. 
She would sit still and weep. 

Vtr. O Helicanus, strike me, honour*d sir j 
Give me a gash, put me to present pain; 
Lest this great sea of joys rushing upon me. 
Overbear the shores of my mortality. 
And drown me with their sweetness* O, come 

hither. 
Thou that beget'st him that did thee beget; 
Thou that wast bom at sea, buried at Tharsus, 
And found at sea again !— O Helicanus, 
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Down on tby knees, thank the holy gods, as loiid 
As thunder threatens us : This is Marina.-— 
What was thy motber*s name ? tdl me but that. 
For truth can never be confirmed enough. 
Though doubts did ever sleep. 

Mar, First, sir, I pray. 

What is your title } 

Per. I am Pericles of Tyre : but tell me now 
(As in the rest thou hast been godlike perfect,) 
My drowned queen*s name, thou art the beir of king* 

doms. 
And another lite to Pericles thy &ther. 

Mar, Is it no more to be your daughter, than 
To say, my mother's name was Thaisa ? 
Thaisa was my mother, who did end. 
The minute I began. 

Per. Now, blessing on thee, nsej thou art my 
child. 
Give me fresh garments. Mine own, Helicanus, 
(Not dead at Tharsus, as she should have been. 
By savage Cleon,) she shall tell thee all; 
When thou shalt kneel, and justify in knowledge. 
She is thy. very princess. — Who is this ? 

Hel, Sir, *tis the governor of Mitylene, 
Who, hearing of your melancholy state. 
Did come to see you. 

Per, I embrace yon, sir. 

Give mp my robes; I am wild in my beholding. 
O heavens bless my girl! But h^rk, what musick? — 
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Tell Helicanusy my Marina, tell him 

O'er, point by point, for yet he seems to doubt. 

How sure you are my daugbter.^But what musick? 

Hel. My lord, I hear none. 

Per. None? 
The musick of the spheres : list, my Marina. 

Lys, It is not good to cross him; give him .way. 

Per. Rarest sounds! 
Do ye not hear ? 

Lys. Musick? My lord, I hear—- 

Per, Most heavenly musick: 
It nips me unto list*ning, and thick slumber 
Hangs on mine eye-lids; let me rest. [£f« sleeps. 

lAfs. A pillow fo^ his head ; 

. [The Curtain before tke PMUotk of 
Pericles is closed^ 
So leave him all. — Well, my companion-firiends. 
If this but answer to my just belief, 
rU well remember you. 

lExeuni Lysimachus,.Helicaitus, MaivUi^ 
and attendant Lady. 

SCENE II. 

The Same. 

Pericles or the deck asleep; Diava appearing to 

him as in a vision. 

Dia. My tem]^ stands in Ephesus; hie thee thi- 
ther. 
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And do upon mine altar sacrifice. 

There^ when my maiden priests are met together; 

Before the people all^ 

Reveal how thou at sea didst lose thy wife: 

To mourn thy crosses, with thy daughter's, call. 

And give them repetition to the life; 

Perform my bidding, or thou liv'st in woe: 

Do't, and be happy, by my silver bow. 

Awake, and tell thy dream. [Diana diioppean^ 

Per, Celestial Dian, goddess argentine, 
I will obey thee! — Helicanus! 

Enter Lysimachus, Helicanus, and Marina. 

Hel. Sir. 

Per. My purpose was forTharsus, there to strike 
The inhabitable Cleon; but I am 
For other service first: toward Ephesus 
Turn our blown sails; eftsoons TU tell thee why. — 

[Xb HeUcamu. 
Shall we refiresh us, sir, upon your shore. 
And give jrou gold for such provision 
As our intents will need ? 

1^8. With all my heart, sir; and when you come 
ashore, 
I have another suit. 

Per, Vou shall prevail. 

Were it to woo my daughter; for it seems 
You have been noble towards her. 

Ly9. Sir, lend your arm. 

Per, Come, my Marina. [^Exeunt. 



PRINCE OF TYRE. 84S 

Enter Gower, before the Temple of Diana at Ephesus. 

Gow. Now our sands are almost run; 
Moie a little, and then done. 
This, as my last boon, g^ive mej 
(For sach kindness must letieye me,) 
That you aptly will suppose 
What pageantry, what feats, what shows. 
What minstrelsy, and pretty din. 
The regent made in Mitylin, 
To greet the king. So he has duiv^d. 
That he is promis*d to be wiv*d 
To fair Marina; but in no wise. 
Tin he had done his sacrificp; •- 
As Diiftibiidef 'Wbereto being bound. 
The interim, pray you, all confound. 
In feather'd briefiiess sails are fill*d. 
And wishes fall out as they're will*d. 
At Ephesus, the temple see, 
Our king, and all his company. 
That he can hither come so soon. 
Is by your fancy's thankful boon. ££«?. 
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SCENE III. 

The Temple of Diana at Epkesus; Thai 8 a standing 
near the altar, of high priettess; a number of virgins 
OH each side; Cbrimon and other inhabitants of 
Ephesus attending. 

Enter Pericles, xoith his Train; Ltsimachus, 
Helicaixv^, MAKipiAp and a Lady. 

Per. Hail i)ian ! to perform thy just command^ 
I here confess myself the king of Tyre; 
Who, frighted from my country, did wed 
The fair Thaisa, at Pentapolis. 
At sea in childbed died she, bat brought forth 
A maid-child called Marina; who, O goddess. 
Wears yet thy silver livery. She at Tharsus 
Was nurs*d with Cleon ; whom at fourteen yearb 
He sought to murder : but her better stars 
Brought her to Mitylene; against whose shore 
Riding, her fortunes brought the maid aboard us. 
Where, by her own most dear remembrance, she 
Made known herself my daughter. 

Thai. Voice and favour! — 

You are, you are— O royal Pericles! — [She faints. 

Per, Wliat means the woman? she dies! help, 
gentlemen ! 

Cer, Noble sir. 
If you have told Diana^s altar true. 
This is your wife. 
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Pfr. Reverend appearer, no; 

I threw her o'erboard with these very arms. 

Or. Upon this coa^t^ I warrant you. 

Per. *Tis most certain. 

Cer. Look to the ladyj— O, she's but o'eijoy*d. 
Early, one blustering mom, this lady was 
Thrown on this shore. I op*d the coffin, and 
Found there rich jewels ^^recover'd her, and placed 

her 
Here in Diana's temple. 

Per, May we see them ? 

Cer. Great sir, they shall be brought you to my 
house. 
Whither I invite you. Look! Tbaisa is 
Recovered. 

Thai. O, let me look! 
If he be none of mine, my sanctity 
Will to my sense bend no licentious ear. 
But curb it, spite of seeing'*' . O, my lord. 
Are you not Pericles ? Like him you speak. 
Like him you are : Did you not name a tempest, 
A birth> and death? 

Per. The voice of dead Thaisa! 

Thai. That Tbaisa am I, supposed dead, 
And drown'd. 

Per. Immortal Dian ! 

Thai. Now I know you better.— 

When we with tears parted Pentapolis, 
The king, my father, gave you such a ring. 

[Shows a ring. 

VOL. X. B B 
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Per. Thb, tbis: no mofe, you gods ! your present 
kindness 
Makes my past miseries sport: You shall do well. 
That on the touching of her lips I may 
Melt, and no more be seen. O come, be buried 
A second time within these arms. 

Mar. My heart 

Leaps to be gone into my mother's bosom. 

[KneeU to Tluma. 

Per. Look, who kneels hece! Flesh of thy flesh. 
Thaisa; 
Thy burden at the sea. and call*d Marina. 
For she was yielded there. 

Thai. Blessed, and mine own ! 

Hel. Hail, madam, and my queen ! 

Thai. I know you not 

Per. You have heard me say. when I did fly flx)ra 

Tyre, 
I left behind an ancient substitute* 
Can you remember what I call'd the man ? 
I have nam'd him oft. 

Thai. Twas Helicanus then. 

Per. Still confirmation : 
Embrace him dear Thaisa y this is he. 
Now do I long to hear how you were found ; 
How possibly preserved j and whom to tlrank. 
Besides the gods, for this great miracle. 

Thai. Lord CerioAon. my lord; this man. 
Through whom the gods have shown their power; 

fliatcan 
From first to last resolve you. 
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Per, Reverepdsir, 

The gods can have no mortal officer 
More like a god than you. Will you deliv^ 
How this dead queen re-lives ? 

Cer. I will, my lord. 

Beseech you, first go with me to my house. 
Where shall be shown you all was found with her> 
How she came placed here within the temple j 
No needful thing omitted. 

Per. Pure Diana! 

I bless thee for thy Tision, and will ofier 
My night oblations to thee. Thaisa, 
This prince, the fair-betrothed of your dau^ter^ 
Shall marry her at Pentapolis. And now. 
This ornament that makes me look so dismal. 
Will I, my lov*d Marina, clip to form j 
And what this fourteen years no razor touch'd. 
To grace thy marriage-day, I'll beautify. 

Thai. Lord Cerimon hath letters of good credft. 
Sir, that my father's dead. 

Per. Heavens make a star of him! Yet these, my 
queen. 
We'll celebrate their nuptials, and ourselves 
Will in that kingdom spend our following days; 
Our son and daughter shall in Tyrus reign. 
Lord Cerimon, we do our longing stay. 
To hear the rest untold. — Sir, lead the way. [Exeunt. 
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Enter Gower. 



Gow, Id Antioch^ and his daughter, you have 

heard 
Of monstrous lust the due and just reward : 

In Pericles, his queen and daughter, seen 

(Although assaird with fortune fierce and keen,) 

Virtpe preserv'd from fell destruction's blast, 

Led on by heaven, and crown'd with joy at last. 

In Helicanus may you well descry 

A figure of truth, of faith, of loyalty : 

In reverend Cerimon there well appears. 

The worth that learned charity aye wears. 

For wicked Cleon and his wife, when fame 

Had spread their cursed deed, and honoured name 

Of Pericles, to rage the city turn ; 

That him and his they in his palace bum. 

The gods for murder seemed so content 

To pimish them; although not done, but meant. 

So, on your patience evermore attending. 

New joy wait on you ! Here our play has ending. 

lExU Gower. 
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Holy-ales;] Holidays was the old read- 
ing. Dr. Farmer altered it to holy^aks for the metre 
sake. Holy^ales are Church ales, 

^' Aw chiefest seat;] So in Twine's translation — 

^* The most famous and mighty King Antiochus^' 
which builded the goodlie citie of Antiochia in Syria^ 
and called it after his owne name, as the chiefest seat 
of all his dominions." 

^ took a pheere,] Pheere is mate or compa» 

nion, 

* As yon grim looks do testify.'] Mr. Steevens very 
justly remarks on this passage, that it is a strong indi- 
cation of the use of scenery in our ancient theatres. 
The heads must certainly here be pointed out by the 
chorus. Grower, in the Conftssio Amantis, says they 
were stuck upon the palace gate. 

* At whose conception, &c.] The meaning of Antio- 
chus is hardly to be comprehended ; no doubt the pas- 
sage is corrupt: in Kyng Appolyn of Tyre we are told 
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with less obscurity that " nature had put nothynge in 
obl3rvyon at the fourminge of her, but as a chef ope- 
racyon had set her in the syght of the worlde." 

• See where she comes, kcJ] This passage is extreme- 
ly uncouth. The daughter of Antiochus may be ap- 
parelled like the spring, and the graces may attend 
her as her subjects; but how her thoughts are to be 
the king of all the virtues which give renown to men, 
it would puzzle the critics to discover. I think, with 
Mr. Steevens, that the corruption here lies too deep 
to be cured. 

^ A countless glory, 1 The old copy reads, her 
countless glory, which is preferable, in my opinion, 
to Mr. Steeven8*8 emendation. *' Her face, of hea- 
venly cast, enticeth thee to long for the sight of her 
other numberless beauties, which'* &c. 

8 ike sore eyes see dear 

To stop tfte air would hurt them.'] To stop the air 
which would hurt them. 

^ Lest your breath &c.] Old copy — 

het your breath cool yourself , telling your haste. 

This passage is little better than nonsense, as it 
stands, and evidently requires amendmtot. — The 
words are addressed, not to the Messenger, but to 
Tbaliard, who has told the King that he may consider 
Pericles as abready dead 5 to which the King replies. 
Enough; 
Lest your breath cool yourself, telling you haste. 

That is, *' Say no more of it, lest your breath, ia 
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describing your alacrity, should cool your ardour." 
The words let and kit might easily have been con« 
founded. M. Masox. 

'®. From whence an issue &c.] The meaning of this 
passage is deariy this: '^ From whence I might pro- 
pagate such issue, as bring additional strength to 
princes, and joy to theu* subjects.** The expression is 
certainly fiiulty; but it seems to be the &ult of the 
audx>r, not the printer. I believe it was written as 
it stands. M. Masok. 

" to grieve tkem.'] Is to grieve /or them; to 

lament over them. 

'* Here they're but felt, and seen with mstfid eyes. 
But like to grcfoes, being topped, they higher riseJ] 
Mr. Steevens with his usual industry tries hard to 
make something of this passage, but, at last, is forced 
to relinquish it with the candid avowal that ' he may 
have only exchanged one nonsense for another.' I 
am afraid whoever undertakes the Herculean labour 
of amending the readings in Pericles will meet with 
na better success. That the hand of Shakspeare is 
visible towards the end of the play every man will 
doubtless allow, but not enough, in my opinion, to 
entitle it to the honour of bearing his name. Were he 
alive I am sure he would disown it. Five sixths of 
it is a jumble of meanness and absurdity. 

'^ Gild his statue glorious ;] So Gower, 
'' Appolinus, whan that he herde 
" The mischefe^ howe the cittee ferde^ 
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'' All freliche of his owne gifte • 

'' His wheate among hem for to shifte, 
'' The whiche bj ship he had brought, 
** He yave, and tdie of hem right nought. - 
'^ But sithen fyrst this worlde began^ 
'' Was never yet to suche a man 
*' More joye made than thei hym niade> 
'* For thei were all of hym so glade^ 
'' That thei for ever in remembrance 
" Made a figure in resemblance 
^^Ofhy^i and in a common place 
'' Thei set it up; so that his face 
** Might every mauer man beholde, 
'' So as the citee was beholde: 
It was of laton acer-f^Ue t -^ 
Thus hath he nought his yefte spilte.** 
All the copies read — Build his statue, SfC. 

** to give him glad:"] Dr. Percy asks if we 

should not read— to make him glad. Perhaps we 
should : but the language of our fictitious Gower, like 
that of our Pseudo-Rowley, is so often inecondleable 
to the practice of any age, that criticism on such 
bungling imitations is almost thrown away. 

'^ a wannion.] I have heard amongst the 

vulgar in Devonshire, the verb lo wan, or to vjong, 

used for to beat, or to thrash soundly. Perhaps from 

the German wannen, to J an or winnow* 

*• — flap-jacks j] A sort of ponca^f. 

'7 ■■ ^whut a tnan cannot get, &c.] The fisherman 
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means^ I thinks io say,—'' What a man cannot get, 
there is no law against giving, to save his wife*8 soul 
from purgatory.** F a r m b k . 

It is difficult to extract any kind a£ sense from this 
passage, as it stands, and I don*t see how it can be 
amended. Perhaps the meaning may be this:—. 
" And what a man cannot accomplish, he may law- 
fully endeavour to obtain/.' as for instance, his wifeV 
afiection. 

With respect: to Farmer's explanation, I cannot 
conceive how a man can give what he cannot get: 
besides, if the words were capable of the meaning he 
supposes, they would not apply to. any thing that had 
passed, or been said before; and this fisherman is a 
shrewd fellow, whais not supposed to speak nonsense. 
^ ' M. Mason. 

" ■ a pair qfifosesi] The housings of a horse. 
• *^ Piu per dulfura que per fvergaJ] The author's 
i^nish b incorrect. Fiu and per are Italian words. 
it should have been, Mas por duifura que porfuerfa. 
i. e. ' M(fre by sweetnesi (or wftness) than hy strength. 

** —whip-stock,] Is the whip'Stick or the Cart- 
er's-'wkip, '' He appears raone like a ploughman than 
a knight." 

** Their bodies, even to loathing;'] So Gower, 
'< ■ they bym tolde, 

*' That for vengeance as God it wolde, 
" Antiochus, as men maie witte, 
*^ With thonder and lightnyng is forsmttte. 
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<' f lis doughter hath the same chance, 
" So ben thei both in o balance.'* 

** —censure :] Censure is here put for opmom. • 

M e che;] i. c. to eke, or eke out. Ck was 

frequently written for k, by our M au^on^ So late 
as Butler *8 dayi we find the aoond of chin ache, giTen 
sometimes instead of k, 

^ Conceit,] Here means coneeptiim or refUc* 
tion, 

^ ^iU the ship be clear' d of the dead.'\ So, in 

Twine's translation: ** My lord, plucke up your 
hearte, and be of good cheere, and consider, I pray 
you, that the ship may not abide to carry the dead 
earkas, and therefore commaund it to be cast iniq 
the sea, that we may the better «seape." 

*^ The rough and woful musick that we hone. 

Cause it to sound, * beseech you.'} The sound of 
musical instruments to awaken persons from their 
trance, was considered of no mean efficacy in former 
ages. Indeed the application appears less absurd than 
many old specifics. Shakspeare has recouree to it 
both in Lear and The Winter's Tale. 

^ ....-^will — ] Will here seems to mean obstinacy, 
or perverseness, in an idle resolution. 

^ a leided silk — ] Sleided silk is untwisted silk, 

prepared to be used in the weaver's sley or slay. 

PBRCT. 

*• with sharp neeld wound — ] Neeld was some- 
times written for needle. 
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^ With absolate Jfortna:] i. e. absolute in her 
peffectians, or of absolute perfection; full of acconi'" 
plishmeiits; 

*» 1 will rob Tellus of her weed. 

To strew thy green with flowers:'] I iAivak graoen 
here a better reading than green. 

^ ' *twere not andss to keep our door hatch'd.] A 
hatch, or haff-door, is still no uncommon appendage to 
small houses in country towns. In our ancestors* 
days they were mor6 frequent^ sometimes placed in 
the passage^ and sometimes before the door. Their 
use is evident; they admit light and air, whilst they 
afibrd as much security as is generally needfbl in the 
day time. Brothels, however, requiring more de- 
fence against their bmsterous customers, were secured 
by a row of iron spikes oil the hatch-top; and 
hence Pick^hatch became a nick-name lor a bawdy- 
house. The Pander here uses the phrase ^* keep the 
door hatched," as equivalent to ^' shutting up die 
•hop." If in our youth we could pick up some pretty 
estate, it would not he andss to get rid of this iroublesouu 
calling. 

^^ He that will give most, &c.] The old romance 
before mentioned gives the prices in specific terms; 
'^ Go thou and make a crye through the cjrte that of 
all men that shall enhabyte with her carnally, the 
fyrst shall gyve me a pounde of golde, and after that 
echone a peny of golde." 
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